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8 FITC ae wie ita bAL abksce i ewalOwaa e, 
A Fito volume cCoOnuits Of a Trew OCCalioenal Odes, CoC. 
thict Ten Lat bs axes a scl on een ahilihed den hn 

which the Author had before publifhed feparately, but 


ay Seat Bs ED Rey De OM! ty Tan vas aon 
could not infert in the laf ee of his Poems in two 


volumes, 1796, without too much encreafing their fiz 


+7 thefe ar added firel h ftole nto the 7 ld 
to thefe are added fuch as have ftolen into the worl 
Pee ntitianitic. can doneieen son 
furreptitioufly, and others (chiefly juvenile compoti- 
i TROE aay SParemns Gm pares ag. (Go "8 sy MS. in tl 
tions) that, he was aware, exifted in MS. in the 


hands of different perfons. The latter, (as in this 


typographical age, nefcit vox miffa reverti) he thought, 


when revifed, it would be beft to publifh in his 
ife-time, to prevent them from appearing in a lefs 
correct manner after his death. With refpect to fome 
other pieces, and particularly the two conclu iding 
Dramas, when he adds that they had feveral years ago 
met with the approbation of certain poetical and critical 
Friends of unqueftioned judgement, many of them fince 
dead, he hopes that their prefent publication will not 


e deemed to proceed from a blamable partiality. 
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RANTA farewell! thy time-enobled fhade 
No more muft glimmer o’er my mufing head, 
Where waking dreams, of Fancy born, 
Around me floated eve and morn. 
I go—Yet, mindful of the charms I leave, 
Mem’ry fhall oft their pleafing portrait give ; 
Shall teach th’ ideal ftream to flow 
Like gentle Camus, foft and flow ; 
Recall each antique fpire, each cloyfter’s gloom, 
And. bid this vernal noon of life re-bloom. 
Ev’n if old Age, in Northern clime, 
Shower on my head the fnows of Time, 
There ftill fhall Gratitude her Tribute pay 
To him who firft approv’d my infant-lay*; 
NOT E. 


“ It was by the advice of Dr. Powett, the Author’s Tutor 
at St. John’s College, that Muszus was publifhed. This Ode 
is now for the Grit time printed from a corrected copy. 


Vor. IL. Az And 


On Leaving St. JOHN’s COLLEGE, CAMERIDGE, 


ea 


Life a3 


And fair to Recollettion’s eyes 


Shall PowELv’s various Virtues rife. 
See the bright train around their fav’rite throng : 
See Judgment lead meek Diffidence along, 
Impartial Reafon following flow, 
Difdain at Error’s fhrine to bow, 
And Science, free from hypothetic pride, 
Proceed where fage Experience deigns to guide. 
Such were the guefts from Jove that came; 
Genius of Greece! to fix thy fame: 
Thefe wak’d the bold Socratic thought, and dreft 
Its fimple beauties in the fplendid veft 
Of Plato’s diction: Thefe were feen 
Full oft on Academic green; 
Full oft where clear liffus warbling ftream’d ; 
Bright o’er each Mafter of the Mind they beam’d, 
Infpiring that preceptive art 
Which, while it charm’d, refin’d the heart, 
And with {pontaneous eafe, not pedant toil, 
Bade Fancy’s refes bloom in Reafon’s foil, 
The fane of Science then was hung 


With wreathes that or Parnaflus {fprung ; 


(32) 


And in that fane to his encircling youth 
The Sage difpens’d th’ ambrofial food of Truth *, 
And mingled in the focial bowl 
Friendfhip, the néftar of the foul. 
Meanwhile accordant to the Dorian lyre, 
The moral Mufes join’d the vocal choir, 
. And Freedom dancing to the found 
Mov’d in chafte Order’s graceful round. 
Thus, Athens, were thy free-born Offspring train’d 
To a& each Patriot part thy laws ordain’d ; 
Thus void of magifterial awe, 
Each Youth in his Inftru@or faw 
Thofe manners mild, unknown in modern {chool, 
Which form’d him by example more than rule; 
And felt that, varying but in name, 
The Friend and Mafter wére the fame. 


NO T E, 


* Alluding to the SYMMOLIA, particularly Xenophon’s, 
vefpecting the moral fongs of the Greeks, See Dr. Hurd’s 


note on the 219th verfe of Horace’s Art of Poetry, Fol. 1. 
§. 173, 4th adit, 


A 3 ODE 


O 


On expefing to return to CAMBRIDGE, * 1747. 


1 
¥ HILE Commerce, riding on thy refluent tide, 
, Impetuous HumBeER! wafts her flores 
From Belgian or Norwegian fhores, 
And fpreads her countlefs fails from fide to fide ; 
While, from yon crouded firand, 
Thy genuine fons the pinnace light unmoor, 
Break.the white furge with many a fparkling oar, 


To pilot the rich freight o’er each infidious fand ; 


aa. 8 
At diftance here my alien footfteps ftray, 
O’er this bleak plain unbleft with fhade, 
Imploring Fancy’s willing aid 
To bear me from thy banks of fordid clay; 
NO-T) ES 


* This is alfo for the fir time printed. In the interval 
between the dates of the preceding Ode and of this, the Aue 
thor had been unexpectedly nominated by the Fellows of 
Pembroke Hall to a vacant Fellowfhip. See Memeirs of Mr. 
Gray, vol. 3, p. 70; edit. 1798. 


ee. od 
Her barque the Fairy tends, 


With rainbow pennants deck’d, and cordage fine 
As the wan filkworm {pins her golden twine, 


And, ere I feize the helm, the magic voyage ends, 


Lg. 
Lo, where peaceful Camus glides 
Through his ozier-fringed vale, 
Sacred Leifure there refides 7 
Mufing in his cloyfter pale. 
W rapt oS a deep folemnity of fhade, 
Again I view fair Learning’s {piry feats, 
Again her ancient elms o’erhang my head, 
Again her, votary Contemplation meets, 
Again I liften to ZEolian lays, ete 
Or on thofe bright heroic portraits gaze, 


That, to my raptur’d eye, the claflic page difplays. 


II. 
Here, though f from childhood to the Mufes known, 
The Lyric Queen her charms reveal’d ; | 

bay! ELC TOs DY! fuperior influence, held 

My foul enchain’d, and, made me all,her own, ; 

Re-echo every plain! 

While, from the chord’ fhe tun’d,. the filver, voice 

a? A4 Of 


[ & ] 
Of heav’n-born Harmony proclaims the choice 
My youthful heart has made to all Aonia’s train, 


Hd. 
Here too each focial charm that moft endears : 
Sincerity with open eye, 
And frolic Wit, and Humour fly, 
Sat fweetly mix’d among my young compeers, 
When, o’er the fober bowl, 
That but difpell’d the mind’s feverer gloom, 
And gave the budding thought its perfeét bloom, 


Trath took its circling courfe and flow’d from foul to foul, 


Il... 
Hail ye friendly faithful Few ! 
All the ftreams that Science pours, 
Ever pleafing, ever new, 
From her ample urn be yours, 
When, when hall I amid. your train appear, 
O. when be number’d with your conftant guefts, 
When join your converfe, when applauding hear 
The mental mufic of accordant breafts ? 
Till then, fair F ancy! wake thefe favourite themes, 
Still kindly thed thefe vifionary gleams, 


Tul funs autumnal rife, and realize my dreams, 


ODE 


O“4D. Boel, 


For MUSIC*® 


IRREGULAR, 


I. 
ERE all thy active fires diffufe 
Thou genuine Briti/b Mufe ; 

Hither defcend from yonder orient fky, 
Cloath’d in thy heav’n-wove robe of harmony, 

Come, imperial Queen of fong ; 

Come with all that free-born grace 

Which lifts thee from the fervile throng, | 
Who meanly mimic thy majeftic pace ; 

That glance of dignity divine, 

Which fpeaks thee of celeftial line ; 

Proclaims thee inmate of the fky, 

Daughter of Jove and Liberty, 

eo ee 


* This Ode was written at the requeft of the Vicee 
Chancellor of Cambridge, fet to Mufic by the late Dr. 
Boyce, and performed in the Senate-Houfe at Cambridge, 
July 1f, 1749, at the Inftallation of his Grace Tuomas 
Ho ttis, Duke of Newcaftle, Chancellor of the Univerfity 3 
it has fince appeared in fome Mifcellaneous Collections of 
Poctry, and is therefore here inferted. 

| The 


The elevated foul; that feels 
Thy awfal impulfe,. walks the fregrant ways 
Of honeft unpolluted praife; 
He with impartial justice deals 
The blooming chaplets of immortal lays; 
He flies above ambition’s low career ; 
And thron’d in Truth’s meridian fphere, ) 
Thence, with a bold and heav’n-direéted aim, 


Full on fair Virtue’s fhrine he pours the rays of Fame, 


IIf. 
Goddefs! thy piercing eye explores 


at 


The radiant range of Beauty’s ftores, 

The fteep afcent of pine-clad hills, 

The filver flope of falling rills ; 

Catches each lively-coloured grace, 

The crimfon of the Wood-Nymiph’s face, 

The verdure of the velvet lawn, 

The purple of the Eaftern dawn, 
And all the tints that, rang’d in vivid glow, 
Mark the bold fweep of the celeftial bow, 

IV. 
But loftier far her tuneful tranfports rife, \’ 


When all the moral beauties’ meet her eyes: 


The 


[ wm] 
The facred zeal for Freedom’s caufe, 
“That fires the glowing Patriot’s-breaft 
The honeft pride that plumes the Hero’s creft, 
When for his country’s aid the fteel he draws 5 
Or that, the'calm yet active heat, 
With which mild Genius warms the Sage’s heart, 
To lift fair Science to a loftier feat, 
Or ftretch to ampler bounds the wide domain of art, 
Thefe, the-beft bleffoms of the yirtuous mind, 
~~ Sheculls with tafte refin’d 3 
From their ambrofial bloom 
With bee-like {kill fhe draws the rich perfume, 
And blends:the fweets they all convey 
In the foft balm of her mellifluous lay, 


V. 

Is there a clime, in one colleéted beam 
Where charms like thefe their varied radiance ftream ? 
Is there a plain, whofe genial foil inhales 

Glory’s invigorating gales, 
Her brighteft beams where Emulation fpreads, 

Her kindlieft dews where Science fheds; 

Where ev’ry ftream of Genius flows, 

Where ev’ry flow’r of Virtue glows? 
Thither the Mufe exulting flies, 


ay 


ages eit 
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[ 
There loudly cries 

Majeftic GRANTA! hail thy awful name, 

Dear to the Mufe, to Liberty, to Fame, 


VI, 
You too, illuftrious Train, fhe greets, 
Who firft in thefe infpiring feats 
Caught that ztherial fire 
That prompts you to afpire 

To deeds of civic note: Whether to fhield 

From bafe chicane your country’s laws; 

To pale Difeafe the bloom of health to yield ; 
Or in Religion’s hallow’d caufe ) 
Thofe heavenly-temper’d arms to wield, 

That drive the foes of Faith indignant from the field, 


VI, 

And now fhe tunes her plaufive fong 

To you her fage domeftic throng ; 

Who here, at Learning’s richeft fhrine, 

Difpenfe to each ingenuous youth 

The treafures of immortal Truth, 

And open Wifdom’s golden mine. 
Each youth, infpir’d by your perfuafive art, 
Clafps the dear form of Virtue to his heart ; 


i) tee] 
And feels in his tranfported foul 
Enthufiaftic raptures roll, 
Gen’rous as thofe the Sons of Cecrops caught 
In hoar Lyczum’s fhades from Plato’s fire-clad thought 
VII. 
O GRANTA! on thy happy plain 
Still may thefe Attic glories reign : 
Still may’ft thou keep thy wonted ftate 
In unaffected grandeur great ; 
Great as at this illuftrious hour, 
When He, whom Georcx’s well-weigh’d choice; 
And ALBron’s gen’ral voice 
Have lifted to the faireft heights of pow’s, 
When He appears, and deigns to fhine 
The leader of thy learned line ; 
And bids the verdure of thy olive bough 
Mid all his civic chaplets twine, 
And add frefh glories to his honour’d brow. 
IX. 
Hafte then, and amply.o’er his head 
The graceful foliage {pread. 


Meanwhile the Mufe fhall {natch the trump of Fame, 


And lift her {welling accents high, 
To tell the worid that PELHAM’s name 
Is dear to Learning as to Liberty, 
ODE 


(ERS TEREST SBE TET REE SLE LES LT RE 


daisies 
aa 


~ y = P 


Ey See ne ON ee 


eed 
Png! 


lecieniccai 


aes by etebiak i 
diese — meal ia 


SRN ATTY 
an PPTs 4 


Tage 


oe os 
ee Mi a” So . 
Stee —- 


ae 


Pia Sipe 
Ca ES i = By ae ani 


For MUS IJIC.#* 
IRREGULAR. 


I 
O! where incumberit 0’er the fhade 
Rome’s rav’ning Eagle bows his beaked head ! 

Yet, while.a moment fate affords, 
While yet 2 moment Freedom fiays, 

That moment, which outweighs 
Eternity’s unmeafur’d hoards, 
Shall Mona’s grateful Bards employ 
To hymn their godlike Hero to the ty, 


II. 
Radiant Ruler of the day, 


Paufe upon thy orb fublime, 
Bid this awful moment ftay, 


NO oT CE. 


* When the Dramatic Poem of Caractacus was altered 
for theatrical Reprefentation in 1776, this Dirge was added 
to be fung over the body of Arviragus. Being of the Lyrical 
ca the Author found himfelf inclined to preferve it in this 
prefent feries of his Odes, 


Bind 


(sis FJ 
Bind it on the brow of time; 
While Mona’s trembling echoes figh 


To ftrains, that thrill when Heroes die. 


Ht. 
Hear our Harps, in accents flow, 
Breathe the dignity of woe, 
Solemn notes that pant and paufe, 
While the laf majeftic clofe 
In diapafon deep is drown’d: 


Notes that Mona’s Harps fhould found. 


IV. 
See our tears in fober shower; 
O’er this fhrine of glory pour! 
Holy tears by virtue hed, 
That embalm the valiant dead ; 
In thefe our facred Song we fteep: 


Tears that Mona’s Bards fhould weep. 


VY. 
Radiant Ruler, hear us call 

_»» Bleffings on the Godlike youth, 
Who dar’d to fight, who dar’d to fall, 


For Britain, Freedom, and for Truth, 
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[ 
His dying groan, his parting figh 
Was Mofic for the Gods on high 3 
"T'was Valour’s Hymn to Liberty. 


16} 


VI. 
Ring out, ye mortal ftrings ! 
Anfwer, thou heav’nly Harp, infin with fpirit all, 
That o’er Andraftes’ throne felf-warbling fwings. 
There where ten thoufand Spheres, in meafur’d chime, 
Roll their majeftic melodies along, 
Thou guid’ft the thundering fong, 
Pois’d on thy jafper arch fublime. 
Yet fhall thy heav’nly accents deign 
To mingle with our mortal ftrain, 
And Heav’n and Earth unite, in Chorus high, 
While Freedom wafts her Champion to the ky. 


O 


AJESTIC Pile! whofe ample eye 
Surveys the rich variety 
Of azure hill, and verdant vale ; 
Say, will thy echoing towers return 
The fighs, that, bending o’er her urn, 


A Naiad heaves in yonder dale? 


The pitying Mufe, who hears her moan, 
Smooths into fong each gurgling groan, 
And pleads the Nymph’s and Nature’s caufe ; 
In vain, fhe cries, has fimple Tafte 
The pride of formal Art defac’d, 
Where late yon height of Terras rofe; 


Nas vainly bad the lawn decline, 
And wav’d the pathway’s eafy line 


Around the circuit of the grove, 


NW O.T £E. 


* Now for the firft time printed. 
Vou. Ill. B To 
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To catch, through every opening glade, 
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ng play of fun and fhade, 
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WI hich Peace and Contemplation love. 


Beauty in vain approv’d the toil, 

And hail’d the Sovereign of the Soil 
Her own and Fancy’s favour’d friend 5 

For fee, at this ill-omen’d hour, 

Bafe Art affumes his ancient power, 


“2A 


And bids yon diftant mound afcend. 
See, too, his aoe gra{fp to fill, 
In filence fwells the penfive rill, 


aroll’d fweet the vale along ; 
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So {wells the th robbing fe female breait, 

When Love forbids to fpeak. her wrong. 
Tell me, chafte Miftrefs of the Wave 
ills refus’d to lave 

The plain wheré now entrench’d they fleep? 
Would not thy ftream, at Fancy’s call, 
O’er crags fhe lifted, fret, and fall, 


ls fhe fhaded, purl, and’ creep? 
rd 


P85. 2) 
Yes, thou wert ever fond and fiee, 
To pour thy tinkling melody; 

Sweet Pratler, o’er thy pebbled floor ; 
Thy Sifters, hid in neighb’ring caves, 
Would bring their tributary waves, 


If genuine Tafte demanded more. 


Why then does yon clay barrier rife? 

Behold, and weep, ye lowering fkies! 
Ah rather join in vengeful fhower: 

Hither your wat’ry phalanx lead, 

And, deeply deluging the mead, 


Burft through the bound with Thunder’s roar. 


So fhall the Nymph, ftill fond and free 
To pour her tinkling melody, 

Again her lucid charms diffufe: 
No more fhall mean mechanic {kill 
Dare to confine her liberal rill, 


Foe to the Naiad, and the Mufe, 


POA A halen Brn 


To th NAVAL OFFICERS of GREAT-BRITAIN. 


FEBRUARY II, 17790” 


I. x. 
H* CE to thy Hell! thou Fiend accurft, 
Of Sin’s inceftuous brood, the worft 
Whom to pale Death the fpettre bore : + 
Detrraction hence! ’tis Truth’s command ; 
She launches, from her feraph hand, 
The thaft that ftrikes thee to th’ infernal fhore. 
Old Encianp’s Genius leads her on 
To vindicate his darling fon, 
Whofe fair and veteran fame 
Thy venom’d tongue had dar’d defile : 
The Goddefs comes, and all the ifle 
Feels the warm influence of her heav’nly flame. 
NiO Lon 194 


‘ * Written immediately after the Trial of Admiral Kzrrerr, 
and then printed. 


+ Alluding to the well-known Allegory of Sin and Dears, 
in the fecond Book of Paradife Lof. 
, But 
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But chief in thofe, their country’s pride, 
Ordain’d, with fleady helm, to guide 
The floating bulwarks of her reign, 
It glows with unremitting ray, 
Bright as the orb that gives the day ; 
Corruption fpreads her murky mift in vain; 
To Virtue, Valour, Glory true, 
They keep their radiant prize in view 
Ambition’s fterling aim ; 
They know that titles, ftars, and firings, 


Beftow’d by Kings on flaves of Kings, 


Are light as air when weigh’d with honeft fame, 


leg? 
Hireling Courtiers, venal Peers 
View them with fattidions frown, 
Yet the Mufe’s {mile is theirs, 


Theirs her amaranthine crown. 


Yes, gallant Train, on your unfullied brows, 


She fees the genuine Englihh fpirit thine, 


Warm from a heart where antient Honour glows, 


That fcorns to bend the knee at Interefts fhrine. 


Lo! at your Poet’s call, 


oe a | 
To give prophetic fervor to his ftrain, 
Forth from the sa bofom of the main 
A Giant Deity afcends: 

Down his broad breaft his hoary honours fall ; 

He wields the trident of th’ Atlantic vatt ; 
An awful calm around his Pomp is caft, 

O’er many a league the glafly fleep extends. 
He fpeaks ; and diftant Thunder, murmuring round, 


In long-drawn volley rolls a fymphony profound. 


If. 

Ye Thunders ceafe! the voice of Heav’n 
Enough proclaims the Terrors given 

To Me the Spirit of the Deep ; 
Tempefts are mine; from fhore to fhore 
I bid my billows when to roar, 

Mine the wild whirlwind’s defolating fweep. 

But meek and placable I come 
To deprecate Britannia’s doom, 

And {natch her from her fate ; 
Ev’n from herfelf I mean to fave 
My fifter fov’reign of the wave ; 


A yoice immortal never warns too late. 


E #3 4 
I 2, 
Queen of the Ifles! with Empire crown’d, 
Only to fpread fair Freedom round, 
Wide as my waves could waft thy name; 
Why did thy cold reluétant heart 
Refufe that bleffing to impart, 
Deaf to great Nature’s univerfal claim? 
Why rufh, through my indignant tide, 
To ftain thy hands with parricide? 
—Ah, anfwer not the ftrain ! 
Thy wafted wealth, thy widow’s fighs, 
Thy half-repentant embafflies 


Befpeak thy caufe unbleft, thy councils vain, 


Sifter fov’reign of the wave! 

Turn from this ill-omen’d war : 
Turn to where the truly brave 

Will not blufh thy wrath to bear ; 


Swift on th’ infulting Gaul, thy native foe, 


7 
5 


For he is Freedom’s, let that wrath be hurl’d ; 


To his perfidious ports dire&t thy prow, 
Arm every bark, be every fail unfurl’d ; 
Seize this triumphant hour, 


4, 


A 


And 


RET” eae 


s gold from the refining flame, 
Flows the clear current of thy Keppen’s fame. 
Give to the Hero’s full command 
Th’ imperial Enfiens of thy naval power : 
ig g > 


So fhall his own bold aufpices prevail, 


Nor Fraud’s infidious wiles, nor Envy pale 


Arreft the force of his victorious band ; 
The Gaul fubdued, fraternal ftrife thall ceafe, 


firm, on Freedom’s bafe, be fixt an Empire’s Peace. 


OD ivi 


VA HILE {cattering from her feraph wings 

| The heav’nly-tinétur’d dew 

Whence ev’ry earthly blefling {prings, 
Fair Hore o’er Albion flew, 

She heard from that fuperb domain, 

Where Art has dar’d to fix his reign, 
Mid fhagey rocks, and mountains wild, 

A Female Vot’ry breathe her prayer. 

She clos’d her plumes, fhe hufh’d the air, 
And thus replied in accents mild; 


rblings to my ear, 


6s What tender war 
On zephyrs born, afpire, 
To draw me from my fapphire fp 


Charm’d by her magic lyre? 


IT come; fhe wakes the willing firings, 


oS 
ie ace her 4 ey El sae 
Ww ith care elefs grac ce ner hand fhe Mis 
N Oo ul Pe ave 


* Now firft printed from an enlarged and corrected Copy. 
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‘The foft fymphonious chords among ; 
a8 ioe 
Nor ever on the lift’ning plain, 
Since the fweet Lefbian tun’d her ftrain, 


Was heard a more melodious fong. 


*¢ But why to Me, fair Syren, wake 
The fupplicating lay? 
Is it in Hope’s vain power to make 
Thy gaiety more gay? 
O rather bid me bear my balm 
Some fable Captive’s woe to calm, 
Who bows beneath Oppreflion’s weight ; 
Or footh thofe fcorn’d, yet faithful Few 
(For much they need my lenient dew) 


That tremble for Britannia’s fate. * 


«* My mirror but refle&ts the glea 

Of diftant happinefs ; 
They fcorn to court a flatt’ring dream, 

Who prefent joy poffefs. 
‘The feather’d Sov’reign of the Sky, 
Who glories with undazzled eye 

N.O.T £, 
* This marks the time when this Ode was written, Viz. 

towards the conclufion of the American War. 


To 


LaF 
To meet the Sun’s meridian rays, 
Say, will he quit his radiant height, 
When floating in that fea of light 


To flutter in a meteor’s blaze ? 


s¢ Art thou not She whom fav’ring Fate 
In all her fplendor dreft, 
To fhew in how fupreme a flate 
A Mortal might be bieft ? 
Bade Beauty, Elegance, and Health, 
Patrician Birth, Patrician Weaith 
Their bleffings on her darling ie 
Bade Hymen of that generous race 
Who Freedom’s faireft annals grace 


Give to thy love th’ iluftrious head. 


«© Ts there a boon to, Mortals dear 
Ter fondnefs has not lent, 

Ere [ could en in thy ear 
«The bleffing will be fent?? 

Obfequious have I e’er r denied 

To wait attendant at thy fide, 


Prepar’d each fhade of fear to chace, 
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‘fo antedate each coming joy, 
And ere the tranfient blifs could cloy 


To bid a livelier take its place. 


*« Nay (blufhing, I confefs the truth) 

I’ve hover’d o’er thy head 
Ev’n when thy too compliant youth, 

By wayward Fafhion led, 
Fas left the Mufes and thy Lyre, 
To mix in that tumultuous choir, 

Of purblind Chance the Vot’rys pale, 
Who round his midnight altars ftand, 
And, as the glittering heaps expand, 


His power with unbleft orgies hail, 


** There Cunning lours, there Envy pines, 
There Avarice veils his face, 
Ev’n Beauty’s eager eye refigns 
Its mildly-melting grace ; 
There, as his lots the Demon throws, 
Each breaft with expetation glows, 
While heedlefs Thou of lofs or gain, 
See’ft from thy hand that treafure flown 
That might have hufh’d an Orphan’s moan, 


Or {mooth’d the rugged bed of Pain. 
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« © then I fpread my wings to fly 

Back to my fapphire fphere, 
Refolv’d to leave no ray to dry 

Thy morn’s repentant tear ; 
But when that bright atonement falls, 
The fight my refolution palls, 

I hafte the liquid gem to fave.’ 
So ftill, fair Syren, fhall my power 
Confole thee through life’s varying hour, 


Nor will I quit thee at the grave. 


s¢O then may white-rob’d Faith appear, 
With glowing Charity, 

To fpread with Mine their wings and bear 
Their Vot’ry to the fky. 

Then mingling with our Seraph train, 


Thy lyre may wake a-loftier ftrain, 


Where Rapture hymns th’ eternal Throne 3 


Where to defire is to poffefs, 
No with for more, no fear for lefs, 


Where Certainty and I are one.” 


O5.Daak, VIIL* 


Lo the Honourable WILLIAM PITT. 
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i: 
ITENIS May’s meridian reign; yet Eurus ¢old 


Forbids each fhrinking thorn ‘its leaves unfold; 


Or hang with filver buds her rutal throne 3 
No primrofe fhower from her green lap fhe throws, + 
No daify, violet, or cowilip blows, 
And Fiora weeps her fragrant offspring gone: 
Hoar froft arrefts the genial dew ; 


To wake, to warble, and to woo 


NOV EVs. 
* Printed feparately in May 1782, 


+ This expreffion is taken from Mitron’s fong on May 


Morning, to which this ftanza in general alludes, and the 


4th verfe in the next. 


No 
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No Linnet calls his drooping love: 


Shall then the Poet ftrike the lyre, 
When mute are all the feather’d quire, 


And Nature fails to warm the Syrens of the grove? 


if. 
He fhall: for what the fullen fpring denies 
The orient beam of virtuous youth fupplies $ 
That moral dawn be his infpiring flame. 
Beyond the dancing radiance of the Eaft 
Thy Glory, Son of Cuatuam ! fires his breaft; 
And, proud to celebrate thy vernal fame, 
eee from his lyre; the ftrain afcends, 
Which but to Freedom’s fav’rite friends 
That lyre difdains to found. 
Hark and approve, as did thy Sire * 


The Lays which once with kindred fire 


Tis Mufe in Attic mood, made Mon ’s oaks rebound. 


IE. 
Long filent fince, fave when, in KepPe.’s name, 
Detraction, murd’ring Britain’s naval fame, 


N O T E. 


* The Poem of Caractacus was read in MS by the late 
Earl of CuatsaAm, who honoured it with an approbation 


which the Author is here proud to record, 
R ‘ 


os 
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Rous’d into fourids of {corn th? indignant ftring. * 

But now, replenifh’d with a richer theme, 

The vafe of Harmony thall pour its ftream, 
Fann’d by free Fancy’s rainbow-tin@ur’d win 


Thy Country too fhall hail the fong, 


g&- 


Her echoing heart the notes prolong, 
While they alone with + envy figh, 

Whofe rancour to thy parent dead 

Aim’d, ere his funeral rites were paid, 


° 


With vain vindiGive rage to flarve his progeny 


IV. 
From Earth and thefe the Mufe averts her view, 
To meet in yonder fea of Ether blue 
A beam, to which the blaze of noon is pale ; 
In purpling circles now the glory {preads, 


A hoft of angels now unveil their heads, 


While Heav’n’s own mufic triumphs on the gale. 


Ah fee, two white-rob’d Seraphs lead 
Thy Father’s venerable fhade ; 


NOT ENS. 


* See Ode to the Nava Orricrers of Great-Britaia, 
written 1779, 


tT See the Motto from Pinpar,. 


He 


ie ae 

He bends from yonder cloud of gold, 
While they, the minifters of light, 
Bear from his breaft a mantle bright, 


And with the Heav’n-wove robe thy youthful limbs enfold, 


V. 
** Receive this myftic gift; my Son !’? he cries, 
te And, for fo wills the Sov’reign of the Skies, 
“With this receive, at ALB10N’s anxious hour, 
“A double portion of my patriot zeal, 
** Active to fpread the fire it dar’d to feel 
“Through raptur’d Senates, and with awful power 
‘* From the full fountain of the tongue 
** To roll the rapid tide along, 
“¢ Till a.whole nation caught the flame. 
** So on thy Sire fhall Heav’n bettow 
** A blefling Turty fail’d to know, 
** And redolent in thee diffufe thy Father’s fame. 


VI. 
avd : 5 
“Nor thou, ingenuous Boy! that Fame defpife 


“¢ Which lives and {preads abroad in Heay’n’s pure eyes, 


Vou. Il. C <The 
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“ The laft beft energy of noble mind *; 
«s Revere thy Father’s fhade; like him difdaiz 
‘© The tame, the timid, temporizing train, 
«s Awake to felf, to focial intereft blind : 
«© Young as thou art, Occafion calls, | 
«< Thy Country’s {cale or mounts or falls 
<< As thou and thy compatriots ftrive; 
«« Scaree is the fatal moment paft 
«That trembling ALBron deem’d her laft > 


‘© knit the union firm, and bid an Empire live. 


VIL. 
«« Proceed, and vindicate fair Freedom’s claim, 
“« Give life, give ftrength, give fubftance to her name ; 
«« The legal Rights ef Man with Fraud contett, 
ec Yes, {natch them from Corruption’s baleful power, 
«© Who dares, in Day’s broad eye, thofe Rights devour, 
«« While Prelates bow, and blefs the Harpy feat. 
‘© If foil’d at firft, refume thy courfe, 
«Rife ftrengthen’d with Antzan force, 
«* So fhall thy toil in conqueft end. 


NOT E. 
*1n allufion to a fine and well-known paflage in Milton's 
Lycidas. 
s* Let 


esse 
«© Let others doat on meaner things, 


«On broider’d Stars, and azure Strings, 


“To claim thy Sov’reign’s love, be thou thy Country’s 
“© friend,”’ * 


VARIATION, 


* The concluding line in this Ode, when firht printed, ran 
thus ; 


“Be thine the Mufe’s wreath; be thou the People’s Friend.” 


But when it was recollected, that very foon after its publi- 
cation, a Perfon, too well known in the Political World, 
ufurped the name of Friend of the People, for no better reafon 
than that of promoting his own fuccefs in an Election Conteft 
at Weftminfter, it will not be wondered at, that the Author 
fhould now chufe to alter that conclufion. 


This he has done, not only on moral and prudential, but, 
he trufts, alfo on Conftitutional Principles; as he firmly 
believes, that no Englifhman will now (he writes at the con- 
clufion of the year 1795) honour that Perfon with fuch an Ap- 
pellation, except the very few, who think the People of 
England and an Englifh Mob, fynonimous terms, 


SE 
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Novemeer the Fifth, MDCCLXXXVIIL. 


I. 
tes is not Age, creative Fancy’s foe, 
Foe to the finer feelings of the foul, 
Shall dare forbid the lyric rapture flow : 
Scorning its chill controul, 
He, at the vernal morn of youth, 
Who breath’d, to Liberty and Truth, 
Frefh incenfe from his votive lyre, 
In life’s autumnal eve, again 
Shall, at their fhrine, refume the ftrain, 


And fweep the veteran chords with renovated fire. 


Il. 
Warm to his own, ‘and to his country’s breaft, 
Twice fifty brilliant years the theme have borne, 
And each, through all its varying feafons, bleft 


By that aufpicious morn, 


NiO] TRE. 


* Firft publifhed on the day of its date. 


LSP od 
Which gilding Nassav’s patriot prow, 
Gave Britatn’s anxious eye to know 

The fource whence now her bleflings {pring ; 
She faw him from that prow defcend, 
And, in the Hero, hail’d the Friend ; 


A name, when Britain fpeaks, that dignifies her Kine. 


HI. 
In folemn ftate fhe led him to the throne 


Whence bigot zeal and lawlefs power had fled 


Where Juftice fix’d the abdicated crown 
On his victorious head, 
Was there an angel in the iky, 
That glow’d not with celeftial joy, 


When Freedom, -in her native charms 


ie) 

efcended from her throne of lich 

Defcended from her thro f light, 
1 


On eagle plames, to blefs the rite, 


Recall’d by Britain’s voice, reftor’d by Nassau’s arms, 
y 


Iy. 
Since then, triumphant on the car of time, 


The filter years in gradual train have roll’d, 


And feen the Goddefs from her fphere fublime, 


The facred page unfold, 
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Infcrib’d by Her’s and Nassavu’s hands, 
On which the hallow’d charter ftands, 

That bids Britannia’s fons be free ; 
And, as they pafs’d, each white-rob’d year 
Has fung to her refponfive fphere, 


Hail to the charter’d rights of Britifh Liberty ! 


V. 
Still louder lift the foul-expanding ftrain, 
Ye future years! while, from her ftarry throne 
Again fhe comes to magnify her reign, 
And make the world her own. 
Her fire e’en France prefumes to feel, 
And half unfheaths the patriot fteel, 
Enough the monarch to difmay, 
Whoe’er, with rebel pride, withdraws 
His own allegiance from the laws 
That guard the people’s rights, that rein the fovereign’s 
{way. 
VI. 
Hark ! how from either India’s fultry bound, 
From regions girded by the burning zone, 
Her all-attentive ear, with figh profound 


Has heard the captive moan : 


(kag. J 


Has heard, and ardent in the caufe 
Of all, that free by Nature’s laws, 
The avarice of her fons enthralls ; 
She comes, by Truth and Mercy led, 
And, bending her benignant head, 


"Thus on the feraph pair in fuppliant ftrain fhe calls ; 


VI. 
«* Long have I lent to my Britannia’s hands 
That trident which controuls the willing fea, 
And bade her circulate to diftant lands 
Each blifs deriv’d from me. 
Shall then her Commerce fpread the fail, 
For gain accurs’d, and court the gale, 
Her throne, her Sov’reign to difgrace ; 
Daring (what will not Commerce dare !) 
Beyond the ruthlefs wafte of war, 


To deal deftru€tion round, and thin the human race? 


Vil. - 
«* Proclaim it not before th’ eternal throne 
Of Him, the Sire of univerfal love ; 
But wait till all my fons your influence cwn, 
Ye envoys from above! | 
C4 O wait, 


a 
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O wait, at this precarious hour, 
When in the pendent fcale of power 

My rights and Nature’s trembling lie 
Do thou, fweet Mercy! touch the beam, 
Till lightly, as the feather’d dream, 


Aicends the earthly drofs of felfith policy. 


IX, 
**Do thou, fair Truth! as did thy Mafter mild, 
Who, fill’d with all the power of godhead, came 
To purify the fouls, by guilt defil’d, 
With Faith’s celeftial flame ; 
Tell them, ’tis Heaven’s benign decree 
That all, of Chriftian liberty 
The peace-infpiring gale fhould breathe, 
May then that nation hope to claim 
The glory of the Chriftian name, 


That loads fraternal tribes with bondage worte than death? 


X. 
«Tell them, they vainly grace, with feftive joy, 
The day that free’d them from Oppreffion’s rod, 
At Slavery’s mart who barter and who buy 


The image of their Gop. 


Liat] 


But peace !—their confcience feels the wrong $ 


From Britain’s congregated tongue, 
Repentant breaks the choral lay, 

«* Not unto us, indulgent Heav’n, 

‘In partial ftream be Freedom given, 


¢* But pour her treafures wide, and guard with legal {way |” 
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O...D, oE wee 


P: A Lil? NeOMD alot 


Lacks 
AY did I err, chafte Liberty ! 
When warm with youthful fire, 
I gave the vernal fruits to thee 
That ripen’d on my Lyre? 
When, round thy twin-born Sifters + fhrine, 
I taught the flowers of Verfe to twine 
And blend in one their frefh perfume ; 
Forbade them, vagrant and disjoin’d, 
To give to ev’ry wanton wind 


Their fragrance and their bloom ? 


eee 
Or did I err, when, free to chufe 
Mid fabling Fancy’s themes, 
I led my voluntary Mufe 
To groves and haunted ftreams ; 


NOT eos 
* Written in March, 1794, and now firft printed. 
t Independency, fee Ode, vol. z, p. 29. 


Difdain’d 
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Difdain’d to take that gainful road, 

Which many a courtly Bard had trod, 
And aim’d but at felf-planted bays? 

I fwept my Lyre, enough for me, 

If what that Lyre might warble free 


My free-born friends might praife. 


Ts 3, 
And art thou mute? or does the Fiend that rides 
Yon fulphurous Tube, by Tigers drawn, 
Where feas of blood roll their increafing tides 
Beneath his wheels while myriads groan, 
Does he with voice of thunder make reply : 
s¢T am the Genius of ftern Liberty, 


«« Adore me as thy genuine choice ; 


«‘Know, where I hang with wreaths my facred Tree 
S y PT 


«¢ Power undivided, juft Equality 


s« Are born at my creative voice? 


Il. 
Avaunt, abhorr’d Democracy ! 
O for Ithuriel’s {pear ! 
To fhew to Party’s jaundic’d Eye 
The Fiend fhe moft fhould fear, 


Age J 


To turn her from th’ infernal fight 
To where array’d in robes of Light 
True Liberty on Seraph wing 
Defcends to fhed that Blefing rare, 
Of equal Rights an equal fhare 
To People, Peers, and King. * 
Lees 
To Her alone I rais’d my ftrain, 

On her centennial Day, 

Fearlefs that Age fhould chill the ve 

She nourifh’d with her ray. 

And what, if glowing at the Theme, 
Humanity in vivid dream, 

Gave to my mind impatient Gaul 
(Ah! flattering Dream, difmifs’d by fate 
Too quickly thro’ the Ivory Gate) 

Freed from defpotic Thrall? 

ile. 
When Ruin, heaving his gigantic Mace, 

(Call’d to the deed by Reafon’s voice,) 
Crufh’d, proud Baftile! thy turrets to their bafe, 


Was it not Virtue to rejoice ? 


NOT E, 


“See Englifh Garden, Book 4, v. 685, &e. 


ae 


That Power alone, whofe all-combining Eye 
Beholds, what he ordains, Futurity ? 
Could that tremendous Truth reveal, 
That, ere fix Suns had round the Zodiac roll’d 
Their beams, aftonifhed Europe fhould behold 
All Gallia, one immenfe Batftile ? * 
Ill. 1. 
Is it not Virtue to repine 
When thus transform’d the Scene? 
«Ah! no,” replied, in ftrain divine, 
The heav’n-defcending Queen. 
And, as fhe fung, fhe fhot a ray, 
Mild as the orient dawn of May, 
Enlight’ning while it calm’d my brain: 
«< Now purg’d, my Son! from Error, own 
«: My bleffings ne’er were meant to crown 
«The Vicious, or the Vain. 
UT. 2: 
«‘ Tis only thofe, of purer clay + 
<< From fenfual drofs refin’d, 


N OT E 5S. 
* There were in the prifons of Paris alone, when this was 
written, above 6000 prifoners. 


4+ Cui meliore Luto finxit precordia Titan. So Mitton im 
his r2th Sonnet, {peaking of Liberty, fays, “ But who loves 


that, muft firft be wife and good.” ’ 
sein 
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‘« In whom the Paffions pleas’d obey 
<* The God within the mind, * 
“«* Who fhare my delegated aid, 
**'Thro’ Wifdom’s golden mean convey’d 
“ From the firft fource of Sov’reign Good: 
€€ All elfe to horrid licence tends, 
*« Springs from vindidtive Pride, and ends 
*«In Anarchy and Blood. 
IiT:. 3. 
“ Had France poffeft a fober patriot band, 
<< True to their own, and nation’s weal, 
“Such as fair AL Bion bleft thy favor’d Land, 
«© When Nassau came thy rights to feal ; 
“She might—but why compare fuch wide extream 


** Why feek for Reafon in delirious dreams? 


5» 


«« Rather confign to Exile and to Shame 
«« Her coward Princes, her luxurious Peers, 
“‘ Who fed the hell-born Hydra with their fears, 


«‘ That now ufurps my hallow’d Name. 


N (0 “TE. 


* Mr. Pope ufes this Platonic Phrafe for Confcience.— 
See Effay on Man, Ep. 2, p. 204, with Warburton’s note upon 
it, where the learned Critic fays jultly that it admits a double 
meaning.—It is in its latter Practical, or rather Chriftian 
Senfe, that I here employ it, to convey the important Truth 


delivered by St. Paul, “ where the Spirit of the Lord is, 
© there is Liberty.” 
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Addrefed to Mifs PELHAM on the DEATH of her 


FATHER®*. 


"psi mournful Maid, while o’er yon facred Bier 
Thy ftreaming Eyes with duteous Sorrows flow ; 
Deign, mournfal Maid, to lend a lift’ning ear 


To ftrains, that {well with fympathetic woe, 


N OT E. 


* He died March 6th, 1754. This Poem was prefented to 
her foon after. At the very beginning of that month the 
Lady had been with a feleét Party at a fmall Villa in Chif- 
wick, then rented by the Earlof Hotpeanesse. The Author 
was, at the time, advifed by feveral of his Friends, to publifh 
it; but an Ode, written by Mr. Garrick on the fame fubject 
(fee Dodfley’s Mifcellany, vol. 4. page 198.) had got the ftart of 
him, He therefore retained it in manvfcript, being by this 
time fufficiently apprized, that a Poem, whofe merit refted 
chiefly on Picturefque Imagery, and what is termed pure (or 
mere) Poetry was not calculated to vie, in point of popu- 
larity, with what was written in a plainer and lefs figurative 
mode, and conveyed in a more familiar ftyle and flanza. 


Vou. III, D Attend 


50 J 


Attend that Mufe,-who late in happier hour 


Heard thy foft voice its tuneful pow’rs employ, 
Where D’Arcy éall’d to Chifwick’s focial bower 


Mild mirth, and polifh’d éafe, and decent joy. 


How did bleak Winter fmooth:his meee ed frown! 
What genial “Zephyrs fan’d each budding fpray ! 
foe glow’d the Sun, as if in hafte to crown 
The fallen*brows of March with wreaths of May ! 
Ah! did we think,’ while on thy ‘warbling ftrain 
Our rapt attention hung’ with mate delight, 
That fell difeafe, that agonizing pain, 
That Death then fail’d wpon the wings of night, 
To ftrike that ftroke, which not thy breaft alone, 
But ev’ry Briton’s honeft heart muft rend, 
At which a Nation’s tears muft join thy own, 
And, whilft you wept a Father; weep a Friend? 
Yet fuch th’ irrevocable doom of Jove. 
Let then.that Mufe, who fhar’d thy happier hour, 
Now lead thee penfive to the Cyprefs Grove, 
Where Panfies fpring, and each funereal flower. 
There, while thy tender hand, his Grave to ftrew, 
The modeft Snow-drop’s vernal filver bears, 
The Violet fad of pallid purple hue, 


The Crocus glif’ning with the morn’s firlt tears ; 


Ceo 
My bolder arm hall crop the Laureat thade; 

By me the Olive and the Palm be borne, 
And from the Britifh Oak’s majeftic head 

A civic wreath for his illuftrious Um. 
But fee! while in the folemn tafk we join, 

Soft gleams of. luftre tremble through the grove, 
And facred airs of minftrelfy divine 

Are harp’d around, and flutt’ring pinions move. 
Ah, hark! a voice, to which the vocal rill, 

The Lark’s extatic harmony is rude ; 
Diftant it fwells with many a holy trill, 

Now breaks wide warbling from yon orient cloud ! 
“« Rife, Patriot Shade, on Seraph wing upborn! 

“* Behold we waft thee to the Realms of reft! 
“¢ Glory is thine, and Heav’n’s eternal morn; 

«* Afcend and fhare thy bleffings with the blef, 
s* Whee’er on Earth, with confcious honor dar’d 

“¢ Beyond the flight of thefe inglorious days, 
s¢ Lords of themfelves, here find their bright reward 3 

“« And thefe fhall crown thee with congenial rays. 
** Whoe’er, thro’ private life’s domeftic fcene, 

“« Taught focial Love to fpread its chearful reign, 
s¢ Friends of mankind, here bathe in joys ferene, 

s* And thefe fhall hail thee ’mid their gentle train. 


D 2 s« ‘The 
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¢: The few, who bright with Public Virtue fhone, 
<‘ Who fhot the beams of Peace from Land to Landy 
¢e Fathers of Countries, round the Sapphire Throne 
«¢ Shall bow, and welcome Pet Ham to their band, 
‘* Rife Patriot Shade! on Seraph wing upborn, 


«© Behold we waft thee to the realms of reft! 


¢¢ Glory is thine, and Heav’n’s eternal morn ; 


*¢ Afcend and fhare thy Bleflings with the bleft !* 
Pi fs} 


ea 
to eee Lhe 


Writter in a CHURCH-YARD jz Soutu Wares, 


1787.#* 


4 ROM fouthern Cambria’s richly-varied clime, 
Where Grace and Grandeur fhare an equal reign ; 
Where cliffs o’erhung with fhade, and hills fublime 
Of mountain lineage {weep into the main; 
From bays, where Commerce furls her wearied fails, 
Proud to have dar’d the dangers of the deep, 
And floats at anchor’d eafe inclos’d by vales, 
‘To Ogean’s verge where ftray the vent’rous fheep ; 
From brilliant feenes like thefe I turn my eye ; 


And, lo! a folenin circle meets its view, 


Ne OUT Es 


* A cuftom is prevalent with the Peafants in that part of the 
Country of planting field flowers and fweet herbs on the 
graves of their relations and friends; a pleafing {pecimen of 
this which the Author faw when he was paying a vifit to Lord 
Vernon at Breton Ferry, Glamorganfhire, in the fummer of 
the year, 1787, occafioned him to write this Elegy ; now for 
the firft time publifhed. 


D3 Wall’d 
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Wall’d to protec inhum’d Mortality, 


And fhaded clofe with poplar and with yew. 
Deep in that dell the humble Fane appears, 
Whence Prayers if humble beft to Heaven afpire ; 
No Tower embattled, no proud fpire it rears, 
A mofs-grown croflet decks its lowly choir. 
And round that Fane the Sons of Toil repofe, 
Who drove the plough-fhare, or the fail who fpread ; 
With Wives, with Children, all in meafur’d rows, 
‘Two whiten’d flint ftones mark the feet and head. 
While thefe between full many a fimple flow’r, 
Panfy, and Pink, with languid beauty {mile ; 
‘The Primrofe opening at the twilight hour, 
And velvet tufts of fragrant Chamomile. 
For, more intent the fmell than fight to pleafe, 
Surviving Love {elects its vernal race ; 
Plants that with early perfume feed the breeze 
May beft each dank and noxious vapour chafe, 
The flaunting Tulip, the Carnation gay, 
Turnfole, and Piony, and all the train 
That love to glitter in the noontide ray, 
Til fuit the copfe where Death and Silence reign, 
Not but perchance, to deck fome Virgin’s tomb, 
Where Violets fweet their twofold purple {pread, 


Some 
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Some Rofe of maiden blufh may faintly bloom, 


Thefe to renew, with more than annual care 
That wakeful Love with penfive ftep will go; 

The hand that lifts the dibble fhakes with fear 

Left haply it difturb the Friend below. 
Vain Fear! for never fhall Difturber come 

Potent enough to wake fuch ileep profound, 
Till the dread Herald to the Day of Door 
rump the world-diffolviag found, 
Vain Fear! yet who that boafts a heart to feel, 

An eye to pity, would that fear reprove? 
They ‘only who are curft with breafts of fteel 

Can mock the foibles of furviving love. 
old Reafon’s claim 
Have power the focial 


They feed, fweet Tendernefs! thy lambent flame, 
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Which, while it warms the heart 
Its chemic aid a gradual heat applies 
That from the drofs of felf each wif 
Extraéts the liberal fpirit, bid. 
Till with primeval purity it fhines. 
Take then, poor Peafants, from the friend of Gray 
His humbler praife; for Gray or fail’d to fee, 
D4 


ce 9 
Or faw unnotic’d, what had wak’d a lay 
Rich in the pathos of true poefy. 
Yes, had he pae’d this church-way path along, 
Or lean’d like me againft this Ivied wall, 
How fadly fweet had flow’d his. Dorian Song, 
Then fweeteft when it flow’d at Nature’s call, 
Like Tadmor’s King, his comprehenfive mind 
Each ees peculiar character could feize ; 
And hence his moralizing * Mute had join’d, 
To all thefe flow’rs, a thoufand finvilies. 
But He alas! in diftant village-orave 
Has mix’d with dear maternal duft his own 
Ev’n now the pang, which parting F riendfhip gaye; ~ 
Thrills at my heart, and tells me he is gone, 
‘Take then from me the penfive ftrain that flows 
Congenial to this confecrated gloom ; 
Where all that meets my eye fome fymbol thows 


Of grief, like mine, that lives beyond the tomb, 


WOO TSE, 


* This Epithet is ufed-to call to the Reader's recollection 
a paflage i in Shakefpear, defcriptive of a Character to which 
in its beft parts Mr. Gray’s was not diffimilar. 


Duke Sen. But what faid Jaques ? 
Did he not moralize this Spectacle? 
Firft Lord. O yes, into a apres Similies. 
AAs you like it. ABA. Scene I. 


Shows 
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Shows me that you, though doom’d the livelong year 


For fcanty food the toiling arm to ply, 
Can {mite your breafts, and find an inmate there 
To heave, when Mem’ry bids, the ready figh. 
Still nurfe that beft of inmates, gentle fwains! 
Still act as heartfelt fympathy infpires ; 
The tafte, which Birth from Education gains, 
Serves but to chill Affection’s native fires. 
To you more knowledge than what fhields from vice 
Were but a gift would multiply your cares ; 
Of matter and of mind let Reafoners nice 
Difpute ; be Patience yours, Prefumption theirs. 
You know (what more can earthly Science know ?) 
That all muft die; by Revelation’s ra y 
Illum’d, you truft the Afhes placed below 
Thefe flow’ry tufts, fhall rife again to Day. 
What if you deem, by hoaritradition led, 
To you perchance devolv’d fram Druids old, 
That parted Souls at folemn feafons tread 
The circles that their fhrines of clay enfold ? 
What if you deem they fome fad pleafure take 
Thefe poor memorials of your love to view, 
And {cent the perfume for the planter’s fake, 
That breathes from vulgar Rofemary and Rue? 


Unfeeling 
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Unieeling Wit. may {corn, and Pride.may frown; 


Pr 


Yet Fancy, emprefs of the realms of fong, 
Shall blefs the decent mode, and Reafon own 


dt may be right—for who can prove it wrong ? # 


NO TE. 


rok 


* Although I run the rifque of fome imputed vanity, f 
am induced to add here, the opinion of a too partial Friend 
concerning the foregoing Poem; but fhall only extra@& from 
the written paper which he gave me, the part that points 
out the fpecific differences which occurred to him when he 
romp it with another of a very fimilar title. And this 
J do merely to obviate a prejudice which fome readers might 
take to it, as fuppofing from the title and fubject that I wrote 
it to dilate what I am as ready to own as they are is 
inimitable. “ Your Elegy (fays this Gentleman) as it relates to 
‘a particular and local cuftom in South Wales, muft of 
“ courfe little refemble Mr: Gray’s, which is purely of 
““a general kind. He laments the departed Peafants; 
“you compaflionate thofe that lament them: He places 
their former occupations in an honourable light ; you view, 
‘in an amiable one, the weaknefs of their furviving Friends 
In the former Elegy we find the Dead confidered mith 
re{pect to what their poffible fituation while living might 
have been, with all the advantages of knowledge; in the 
latter the living are endeavoured to be pefoled for the 
“want of it. In the general Church-yard of the one, Con- 
templation is more widely extended; in the other barkeuiar 

one, Concern is more nearly imprefled. His verfes infpire 
a folemnity which awes and arrefts the mind: ; your’s breathe 
a tendernefs which foftens and attra@ts the heart: There 
are ftanzas in Gray’s Elegy of what, I venture to call, 
* fublime melancholy; in your’s of extreme fenfibility. — 
‘It is a curious circumftance that the Writer of the former 
‘ Should be introduced into both thefe Elegies, but certainly, 
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Pmesge J 
é ag reality is fuperior to fiction, in a more pathetic manne 
“in the latter. The locality of your feene enabled you te 
* open with a picturefque defcription, which, befides contraft- 
“ing ftrongly with the place of interment, is copied from 
‘‘ nature, and animated with expreflion.”—I will add that it 
was not fo much forthe fake of this kind of contraft that 
I gave the Elegy fuch an exordium, as to make it appear a 
day {cene and as fuch to contraft it with the teilighs {cene of 


my excellent Friend’s Elegy. 
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ONNET 
Sent toa YOUNG LADY with Dopsrer’s 


MiscELLANIES. 


AN he Age and Avarice, with malignant eye, 
Forbid gay Hymen rob’d in faffron train, 
With glitt’ring torch to lead thee to the fane, 
Where Love awaits to bind the nuptial tye ; 
To footh thy cares a group of Mufes fly, 
Warbling. from varied Lyres a varied ftrain. 
Verfe has an opiate charm for am’rous pain, 
And fpells, like magic, lurk in minftrelfy. 
With thefé conjoin’d accept this friendly lay, 
Which truth infpires, and pure affection warms, 
From Him, who faw thy infant bloom difplay 
What now, in full maturity of charms, 
Expands, to crown the long-expetted day 


That yields thofe beauties to a Hufband’s arms. 


N O TE. 


* Written in the year 1748, and now firft printed. 


SONNET 
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] 
SONNET I 


Prefented toa FRIEND on the Morning of his 


MARRIAGE: 


YO, thou refplendent Sun! thy orient ray 

2 Shall not in filence to its height afcend ; 
Thou com’ft, thus rob’d in luftre, to attend 

On focial BaGnau + this aufpicious day, 

When Youth, Wealth, Innocence, and Beauty gay 
Prepare to crown the virtues of my Friend. 
Patron of Light and Verfe! thyfelf fhall lend 

A beam of Infpiration to my Lay, 

Which, while it fings the merits of his mind 

Where true Benevolence ftill active glows, 
And native fenfe with flerling Science join’d, 

And Honor firm alike to words and vows, 
Proclaims, that in her choice His Bride fhall fnd 


Through life, the Friend, the Lover, and the Spoufe. 


NA" ST B83 


* Written in London, 1752, and now &rft printed. : 
f Joun Bacnar, Efg then a Student in the Temple. 
SONNET 
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DOF NSN YE TE rit 


4UGUST 1773. 
a H! why,” cries Prudence, “ turn thy wayward feet 
*« From fcenes congenial to each fpruce Divine ? 
«* See, how they flutter round Preferment’s fhrine 
* ‘With fcarfe fo ruftling, and with band fo neat! 
«« Bleft with fuch Brethren and their converfe fweet, 


«* Like them politely pray, devoutly dine.” —— 


Pardon me, Dame; for Competence benign 
(Heav’n-fent at laft) now favours my retreat, 
Leads me to where Content fedately gay, 

ler favorite fifter, my free ftep attends : 
Hark : fhe repeats the Pontic Exile’s lay,# 
Bids me enjoy the boon, kind Fortune lends, 
Of Envy void, while Time flides foft away, 


And from my Equals only cull my Friends. 


WiOUT &. 
* Vive fine Invidia, mollefq; inglorius annos 
Exige, amicitias et tibi junge Pares, 
Ovid Trift, Lib, 3. Eleg. 4. P. 42. 
You. I. i SONNET 


a 
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SONNET IV, 


Zo the Right Reverend the Bifbop of LICHFIELD and 
COVENTRY, prefixed to the Dramatic Porm of Ca- 


RACTACUS, when altered for Stage Reprefentation. 


TILL let my Hurpa fmile of candour lend 
To Scenes, that dar’d on Grecian pinions tow’s, 
When, -** in losy ‘Thnecatante fequeiter’d bower,””.* . 
He prais’d the ftrain, becaufe he lov’d the fiend ; 
There golden Leifure did his fteps attend, Bi 
Nor had the rare, yet, well-weigh’d, call of Power 
To thofe high cares decreed his watchful hour, 
On which. fair Albion’s future hopes depend. + 
A Fate unlook’d-for waits my friend and me 3 
He pays to-Duty. what was,Learning’s claim, 
Refigning. claific eafe for dignity ; 
I yield my Mufe to Fathion’s praife or blame ; 
Yet ftill our hearts in.this.great truth agree, i 
That Peace alone is blifs, and Virtue fame. 3 
Aston, Nov. 12, 1776. 
NOTES. 


* See the conclufion of the 3d Elegy, page 54 of the Fing 
Volume of: thefe: Poems. 


+ He was then Preceptor to the Prince of Wales and the 


Puke of York. c ¢ 
SONNET 
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SONNET VY. 
Lo avery young PAINTER, 


Wwe Genius firft on Attic walls difplay’d 
His imitative powers, four fimple hues 

Were all that great Apelles deign’d to ufe : ” 

With thefe combin’d he to each eye convey’d, 

By magic force of colouring light and fhade, 
His miracles of Grace; while every Mufe 
Attun’d her lyre, impatient to diffufe 

His fame in vivid verfe, that fcorns to fade: 
Thefe then, ingenuous Boy, alone. prepare ; 
From thefe all nature’s tints arrange with care 3 

With thefe produce each fhadow, light, and Tine, 
And, while they all thy mix’d attention fhare, 

Chaftely to paint, correctly to defign, 


Deem but one art, and let that art be thine. 


NOT Ee 


* See Plinii Nat. Hift. 1.35. cap. t5. the pigments he 

ty enumerates were Black, White, Yellow, and Red, as appears 
from the following paflage “ Quatuor coloribns folis immor-. 

_ * talia opera illa fecere ; ex albis, Melino ; ex filaceis, Attico ; 
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“ex rubris, Sinopide Pontica; ex nigris, Atramento :” 
ApeLces, Echion, Melanthius, Nicomachus, Clariffimi Pic- 
tores; quum tabulx corum fingule Oppidorum venirent 
Spibue: 

The authority of my late excellent friend Sir Tolavs 
Reynoips fully fupports the Jatter piece of advice, 
who ia his fecond Difcourfe to the Pupils of the Royal 
Academy (fee Page 54, octavo edition) fays, “ What there- 
“ fore I wifh to imprefs upon you is this, that whenever an 
*‘ opportunity offers you may paint your ftudies inftead of 
“drawing them. ‘This will give you fuch a facility in ufing 
colours, that they will arrange themfelves under the pencil, 
** even without the attention of the hand that conduéts it. If 
* one Art excluded the other, this advice could not with any 
' propriety be given; butif Painting comprizes both Drawing 
and Colouring, ‘ia if by a fhort fhrwgale of refolute induitry 
the fame expedition is attainable in Painting, asin Dr awing 
on Paper, J cannot fee what objeétion can juftly be made to 
the practice, or why that fhould be dene in parts, which 
** may be done altogether.” 

Let me add from myfelf, that I fufpect the ufe of a mul- 
tiplicity of pigments, and the prohibition of the pencil (here- 
after to be the Artift’s principal inftrument) till the port- 
crayon has been firft long and feduloufly employed, have 
frequently been great impediments to the progrefs of young 
Artifts, , {pecially of thofe who are endowed by nature with 
an inventive faculty. 


CARTAN 
SO} NAN KI 


SQ NiIN BE .oV 15 
FEBRUARY 23, 1795-6 
ANNIVERSARY, 


Plaintive Sonnet flow’d from Mri town’s pen, 
When Time had ftol’n his three and twentieth year :# 
Say, fhall not I then fhed one tuneful tear, 
Robb’d by the thief of threefcore years and ten? 
No! for the foes of all life-lengthen’d men, 
Trouble and toil, + approach not yet too near; 
Reafon, meanwhile, and health, and memory dear 
Hold unimpair’d their weak, yet wonted reign : 
Still round my fhelter’d lawn I pleas’d can ftray ; 
Still trace my fylvan bleflings to their {pring : 
Beinc or Benes! Yes, that filent lay, 
Which mufing Gratitude delights to fing, 
Still to thy fapphire Throne fhall Faith convey, 


ind Hope, the Cherub of unwearied wing. 


N OTE S. 


* Alluding to the 7th Sonnet of Mitron, beginning, 
* Flow foon hath Time, the fubtle thief of youth, &c.” 


7) 


t See Pfalm xc. Ver. 10, 
E 3 SONNET 


l 7o J 
SONNET VIL 
FEBRUARY 23, 1796. ; 


ANNIVERSARY. 


it the long courfe of feventy years and one; 
Oft have I known on this, my natal day, 

Hoar froft and {weeping {now prolong their fway; » 
The wild winds whiftle, and the forefts groans 
But now fpring’s {mile has veil’d ftern winter’s frown,” 

And now the birds on ev’ry budding {pray 

Chaunt orifons, as to the morn of May: 
With them all fear of feafon’s ‘change is flown’; 

Like them I fing, yet not, like them beguil’d, 
Expeét the vernal bloom of youth to know 

But, tho’ fuch hope be from my breaft exil’d, 
I feel warm Piety’s fuperior glow, 

And as my winter, like the year’s, is mild, 


Give praife to Him, from whom all mercies flow. ‘ 


SONNET 


SONNET VIL 


To the Bifbop of WORCESTER, fent to him with thé 


preceding SONNET. 


HAT ! when the ftep of even-footed time 
Has led me one and feventy years along, 
Dare I attempt:a fecond birth-day fong, 
And bid-it tinkle in Petrarchian chime? 
Shall I, impeded by the knots of rhyme, 
Venture to fhoot the warp of verfe among 
My blunted fhuttle ? be it right or wrong, 
Vl try, yet keep from pathos or fublime ; 
For Hurp, the critic of my youthful lay, 
And yet Right Reverend Cenfor, crys ‘ Forbear ! 
«* Age fhould avoid, like Infancy, to play 
«¢ With pointed tools 5. a Sonnet once a year, 
«< Or fo, my nod permits thee to eflay.” 


Duteous I bow, yet think the doom fevere. 


Aston, Feb. 23) 1796+ 


Ea SONNET 
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5,0 N N#EF4_ Ix, 


Occafioned by a late Attack on the prefent Lafte of 
ENGLISH GARDENS. 


V HEN two Arcadian * Squires in Rhyme and Profe 
Prick’d forth to fpout that dlettanti lore, 
Their Ciceronis long had threadbare wore, 
Taste from his polifh’d lawn indignant rofe, 
And cry’d, “as Pedants are true Learning’s foes, 
“So, when true Genius ventures to reftore 
«‘'To Nature, fcenes that Fafhion marr’d before, 
“ Thefe travell’d Cogno/centi interpofe 
** And prate of Picr uRESQUENES s,+-—Let them prate, 
** While to my genuine Votaries: I aflign 
«« The pleafing tafk from her too ruftic ftate 
¢* 'T’o lead the willing Goddefs ; to refine, 
** But not transform, her charms, and at her fhrine 


<* Bid Ufe with Elegance obfequious wait.” 


NOT TE iS. 


* This epithet is rather hazdrded, but if they be not Paffers 


D’ Arcadi, they ought to be fo, for they are moft certainly 
Arcades Ambo, 


+ Had Dr. Jounson heard this word ufed, he would cer- 
tainly have faid, “ Sir, the term is cacophonous,” 


SONNET 


8,O N NOECT | X, 
Toa GRAVEL WALK, 


Relative to the preceding Subjed. 


C1 MOOTH, fimple Path! whofe undulating line, 
Sd With fidelong tufts of flow’ry fragrance crown’d, 
<¢ Plain in its neatnefs,”” * {pans my garden ground 3 
What, tho’ two acres thy brief courfe confine, 
Yet fun and fhade, and hill and dale are thine, 
And ufe with beauty here more furely found, 
Than where, to fpread the Picturefque around, 
Cart ruts and quarry holes their charms combine! + 
Here, as thou lead’ft my ftep thro’ lawn or grove, 
Liberal tho’ limited, reftrain’d tho’ free, | 
Fearlefs of dew, or dirt, or duft, I rove, 
And own thofe comforts, all deriv’d from thee! 
Take then, fmooth Path, this tribute of my love, 
Thou emblem pure of legal Liberty ! 
Aston, WVov. 27, 1795. 
NOT ES. 
* A phrafe that Mitton ufes to exprefs fimplex munditiis. 
Seé his Tranflation of Hor. Ode 5.L. 3. Mr. T. Warton, 
in his edition of Mitron’s Poems, criticifes the expreffion. 


It is however Mitton’s, and, if it does not fully exprefs 
Horace’s meaning, feems to ferve my purpofe perfectly. 


t See Mr, Pricez’s Defcription of a Picturefque Lane. 
SONNET 
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SONNET XI, 


Occafioned by a Dida&ic POEM on the Progreft of 


Civit Sociery,. 


(> as lam, I yet have powers to fneer 
At him; who dares debafe the gold of Gray 
With his vile‘drofs; ahd hy fach bafe allay, 
Hope to buy off the critic’s frown fevere ; 
Him too, whofe page e’erwhile had dar’d appear 
With fhamelefs front the fymbols to difplay 
Of Pagan rites obfcene, and thence convey 
Shame to each Eye, profanenefs to each Ear. | 
Methinks, thro’ Fancy’s tube, my F riend I fpy 
Thron’d on a cloud in yon ztherial plain, 
« Smiling in {corn ;” methinks, Thear himeryy” 
€ Profaic Poetafter, ceafe to drain + ; 7 
** The filthy dregs of Epicurus’ fly ; 
“ They hall not mix with my netareous ftrain!” # 


NoeOTT [Es 

* What Mr. Gray thought and writ (fee his Detached 
Thoughts, printed in his Memoirs, Vol. 3. Page 113. laf 
edition) gives complete authority to this Profopopzia. 

“ The doctrine of Epicurus is ever ruinous to fociety. It 
* had its rife when Greece was declining, and, perhaps, 
* haftened its diffolution, as alfo that of Rome. It is now 
“ propagated in France and in England, and feems likely to 
** produce the fame effects in both.” May Heaven avert, at 
Jeaft, the latter part of this prefentiment formed above forty 
years ago! 


EPITAPHS 


EPITAPHS 


AND 


INSCRIPTIONS. 
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By ae 


Bee TE. TARA 
On THOMAS FOUNTAYNE, Ej; 


Oxly Son of the Dean of York, ia the Church of 


Melton, York/bire. 


Here, if ever, -holy Patience bend. 
deco ce t 
Thy duteous knee! the hand of Heav’n.revere | | 
Here bid the Father, Mother, Sifter, Friend 
In mute fubmiffion drop the chriftian tear ! 
Nor blame, that in the vernal noon of youth 
The buds of manly worth, whofe opening bloom 
Had glow’d with Honor, Fortitude, and Truth, 
j 
Sunk in th’ eternal winter of the tomb : 
That He, whofe form with health, with beauty charm’d, 
For whom fair Fortune’s liberal feaft was fpread, 
Whom Science nurtur’d, bright example warm’d, 
Was torn by ling’ring torture to the dead. 
oH eaiee'cs aes | : 1 gel (LSP Me eevee 
ark !”’ cries a voice that awes the filenc’d air, 
«The doom of Man in. my dread bofom lies ; 


44 


*« Be Your’s awhile to pace this vale of care, 


TPDIMAD 3 
EPITAPH 


EPITAPH#* 


On LANCELOT BROWN, Ej; 


e 


In the Church of Fen-Stanton, Huntingdonfoire. 


E Sons of Elegance! who truly tafte 
The fimple charms, which genuine Art fupplies, 

Come from the fylvan {cenes his Genius grac’d, 

And offer here your tributary fighs : 
But know, that more than Genius flumbers here s 

Virtues were his, that Art’s bef powers tranfeend : 
Come, ye fuperior Train !. who. thefe revere, 

And weep the Chriftian, .Hutband, Father; Friend:!, 

N,O.T..E. 


* This and the foregoing Epitaph, with fome others in the 
Firft Volume, come under that ftriQure, which Dr. Jounson 
has impofed on feveral of Mr. Porz’s, ‘The Author knows, 
but defpifes it. Perfonal appellatives in Greek appear grace- 
fully in the Anthologia. In Englifh Poetry they almoft con: 
fantly induce an air of vulgarity. That {pecies of criticifm, 
therefore, which either in the verfe or profe of any language 
militates againft what Horace calls its Fus et norma Loquendi, 
he holds to be futile. Befides this, when, on a monumental 
tablet, a Profe infcription precedes (as is ever the modern 
mode) the Verfes, why fhould thefe be loaded’ with any ‘unh- 
neceflary repetition ? 


INSCRIPTION 
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INSCRIPTION 


Ox a ee 10 aie Conk es a 
WILLIAM WHITEHEAD, Ej; Ped. 


In the Pleafure.Ground of Earl Harcourt, Newnan, 


Oxfordpire. 


FARCOURT aiid Friendfhip this memorial rais’d 
Near to the Oak, ‘where Whitehead oft reclin’d ; 

Where all that Nature, rob’d-by Art; difplays 

With charms congenial footh’d his polifh’d mind. | 
Let Fathion’s Votaries, let 'the Sons of Fire * 

The Genius of that modéft Bard defpife; 
Who bad Diferetion regulate his Lyre, 

Studious to pleafe, yet {corning to furprize. 
Enough for Him if thofe, wh 0 fhar’d his love 

Thro’ life, who Virtue more than Verfe revere; 
Here penfive paufe, when circling round the Grove, i 


And drop the heart-paid tribute of a tear. 


N O T E. 


* Alluding to.an expreffion of his in his Charge to the 
Poets, which excited the rancour of CaurcHiLh, Luoyp, &c. 
See Memoirs of his Life, Page 108. 


INSCRIPTION 


Under a Pifure of the EDITOR of SuaxsrEar’s 
Njanuscripts, 1796. 
PARODY. 


2 T ’ Avs >| ms b De 3 ; 
Ber Forgers, born in one prolific age, 
Much critical acumen did engage. 


The Firft was foon by doughty Douglas fcar’d, 


Tho’ Johnfon would have {creen’d him, had he dar’d ;* 
J 
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+ The Next had all the cunning of a Scot ; 
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“RAUD, now exhaufted, only could difpenfe 


ra) : 


To her fourth Son, their three-fold impudence. 


DO TE Sh 


* When Lauper firft produced his forgery refpeGing 
Mitton, Dr. Jounson ufheréd it into the world by a-pre- 
face, and afterwards writ Lauper’s recantation. Some of 
+his numerous Biographers have endeavoured to prove the 
Doctor no party concerned ; however this be, the virulence 
he afterwards fhewed to Mitton in the Life which he writ 
of him for the Bookfellers, leads fairly to fupport my affer- 
tion that he would have defended Lauper, had he been in 
any fort defenfible. 

¢ The Tranfator of Fingal, 'Temora, &c. 
¢ The Difcoverer and Tranfcriber of Rowxzy’s Poems. 
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BIRTH or FASHION: 


An EPISTOLARY TALE. 


ar 


Written in the year 1746, and fent toa LADY 
Houtar’s Hagpits or EncitisH Women; 


lifbed in the former Century 1650. 


I Wih this Verfe may chance to come 

- Juft as you drefs for Rout, or Drum ; 

If fo, while Betty at your back 

Or pins your Gown, * or folds your Sacque, 
Dear Madam, let me beg you place 


Thefe Prints between yourfelf and glafs, 


NEGATE. 


* The phrafe at the time was pinning @ Lady's tail; but the 
young Author was then too delicate to ufe it : and happy it 
was he did not ; for the prefent nicer age would have thought 
him as indelicate as Lord Monspoppo. However an excellent 
anecdote related of Mrs. Russet, Bedchamber Woman to the 
late Princefs Ametta, which is by many remembered (though 
not here related) will vindicate the authenticity of what was 
then the ufual phrafe to exprefs the adjuftment of a moft 


material part of a Lady’s Drefs. 
pr 2 
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Yo fee the change 1 ale drefs 

Made in a Runde years, or lefs. 

«¢ Sure, Sir, our Grandames all were mad! 

¢¢ What vulgar airs the creatures had! 

«© The awkward Things—not half a waif 

<¢ And that all frightfully unlac’d — 

«© monftrous ! what a fhocking tafte ? * 

Juft fo indeed I did furmife 

You would not fail to criticife ; 

Yet ftill I cannot help conceiving, 

If one of thefe good Dames was living 

And faw that five-yard Hoop around ye, 


Her fhrewd reflexions*might confound ye: 


But whatfoe’er her thoughts might be, 
They’d have but little weight with me ; 
For I opine, 


Whatever is in drefs zs right 5 


N OT E.« 


* Whata ftrange objection is here put into the Lady’s 
mouth ! fhe finds fault with the women in Charles the Firft’s 
time for having only half a wailt; when every body knows, 
that to have no waift at allis the true criterion of female 
elegance. As to lacing, who now could imitate the Venus 
de Medicis, or any other fine antique, that admitted fo gothic 
a ligament ? 


The 


bos 4 
The prefent is the teft of Tafte, 
And awkward ev’ry thing that’s paft : 
Thus we diflike, obferve the proof, 
Both Anna’s flounce, and Beffe’s ruff: 
Yet there’s a time the Mufe pronounces, 


When Hoops fhall be like ruffs and flounces. 


For in an uniform progreffion 

Each mode a moment takes poffeffion 

Of Beauty’s throne, and fills the place, 
Attended by each Charm and Grace : 

Yet, when depos’d by fome new fafhion, 
Charms and Graces keep their ftation, 
And on the next thron’d whimzy wait 
With all the felf-fame form and ftate. 

So, at Culloden’s furious fray 


Flad Charly’s broad fwords won the day, 


NOT E. 


* Part of the Prophecy feems to have been fulfilled, fo 
far at leaft as flarched Ruffs go, though the Male (1 rather call 
them fo than the Mafculine) followers of Fathion have found 
a mode of adding to the fize of their own necks not quite fo 
picturefque ; and the Ladies have, oceaficnally in their 

/ morning <difhabilles, condefcended to imitate. them. As to 
flounces they have extended their dominion even to Bed 
Curtains and Hangings of Rooms: This, I fuppofe, out: of 
charity to the Infect tribe, for whom they afford a general 
and moft convenient Nidus. 


F 3 Which, 


Whi Heav’n be thank’d, was not the cafes 


v hich, 
Some Statefmen full’ had kept their place, 
P 
1 


And many Wights, I name no names, 


Who fwore to George, had {worn to. James. * 


This granted, it no longer ftrange is, 
That Fafhions in their various changes, 
Tho’ e’er fo odd, and out o’the way, 
Should reign with univerfal fway. 

For why—Whatever mode takes place 
uft the fame in point of grace. 


a ee Sp .o : 
A Tale like Prior, or Fontaime 


Will make the thing extremely: plain. 


Cyprus was once, the Learn’d' agree, 
The Vauxhall of Antiquity : 

Her myrtle groves, and aurel fhades 
Echo’d with conftant ferenades, 


And Grecian Belles, that look’d' as pretty, 


i 


And mov’d as graceful as Auretti, + 


N 10 TinE S. 


* This. bold:affertion, I take for granted, was made merely 
on hear-fay evidence. Readers at the prefent time will be 
beft able to judge whether that evidence was founded on 
truth. 

+ A celebrated Opera Dancer then in) vogue. 


W ith 
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With Grecian Beaus the live-long day, 
Or led the Dance, or tun’d the Lay. 

Bleft place! and how could it be other, 


Where all were rul’d by Cupid’s Mother ? 


Nay, ’tis afirm’d, the Queen in perfon 

Would oft partake of the diverfion ; 

But then incog, for fear of fcandal, 

And left her pranks might give a handle 

To Pallas, and fuch four old Maids ; 

So when fhe vifited the fhades, 

She wifely laid afide the Goddefs, 

And drefs’d in round-ear’d Cap and Boddice. * | 


One day thus mafqu’d, fhe took her way 
Along the Margin of the Sea, i 
Where in a Creek (convenient fpot) i 


The Sea-Nymphs had contriv’d a Grot. 


N OT E. 


* I fufpect that the young Author now, and before in this 
Epiftle, took his idea of female fhape and beauty from Field- 
ing’s Defcription of Fanny in his Adventures of Jofeph 
Andrews; an idea, which, compared with what it is now, 
was in that author as abfurd, as in himfelf. 
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As here fhe fat, and humm’d a fong, 
She faw a Boat row {mooth along, 
Ah! what a lovely freight it bore! 
A Youth of eighteen years, or more, 


Whofe polifh’d brow, and rofy cheek, 


With locks, that wanton’d in the wind, 
Brought all Adonis to her mind! 

Yet not like that rough Woman-hater ; 
No, he was half a Petit Maitre; 

For drefs improv’d his native bloom 
Drefs fit for any drawing-room, 


All Tyrian filk, and filver tiffue. 


Well, he arriv’d, and mark the iffue-— 
He bow’d, faluted, prais’d the dame, 
Said civil things, confefs’d his flame. 
She chofe to go—He beg’d fhe’d ftay ; 
But beg’d with fuch a winning way, 
Was all fo prefling, and fo fervent, 

So much her poor expiring fervant, 
That, need I fay, he won the Dame. 


Here, Mufe, to give no caufe for blame, 


[ & J 
We'll drop the curtain, and agree 


To fing a harmlels Hymenée. 


O! fhower, ye crimfon Rofes, fhower 
Perfumes ambrofial where they lie, 
With clouds of fragrance veil the bower, 
Thick veil from ‘each intruding eye. 
Blow foft, ye Zephyrs 


Hark a noife! 


What malice interrupts their joys ? 

O! Heav’ns! the darling Youth is fled : 
She grafps a Meteor in his ftead. 

A Lion pawing o’er the plain, 

Now “rampant fhakes his brindled Mane,” 
And now a ftream meand’ring laves 

The golden fand, now joins the Waves. * 
What fhall affrighted Venus.do¥? 


The Youth was Proteus; fee him now 


N O T E. 


* Though I do not find it on the margin of the original 
MS. the Author had an eye to Virgil in the peculiar changes 


the mock Lover emplcys. 


[lle fuz contra non immemor artis, 
Omnia transformat fefe in miracula rerum, 

Agnemque horribilem Feram, Fluviumque liquentem. 
Georg. Lib. 4. Ver. 440. 


Refume 
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Refume his form Marine again, 


f 


And rife from out the circling main, 

Encircled with his fcaly train ! 

<<*°Tis not,”” he cry’d and arehly fmil’d, 

«The firft good time you’ve been beguii’d, 
<<So, lovely Goddefs, wipe your eye, 

«c And liften to my Prophecy: 

<‘ Know, tis decreed, you foon fhall bear 

«A Daughter, preordain’d to fhare 

«¢ The various Powers we have between us, 

«¢ And change like Proteus, pleafe hke Venus: 
«< With Gods the’ll have fome hard Greek name, 


¢¢ But Faien men will call the dame.” 


This faid, he plune’d beneath the flood ; 
The Goddefs prudently thought good 


To hufh the matter up, and hie 


To private Lodgings im the Sky, 


And oft, tho” Juno beg’d fhe’d come 


To Mount Olympus to her drum, * 


NOT EE 


* This is the fecond time we meet with this obfolete word, 
yct it will ferve with many others in the Poem to afcertain 
its exact chronolegy. 


[ 9r ] 
Vet fhe refus’d; would ne’er be feen, 


But had the Head-ach, Nerves, and Spleen ® 


I doubt if any modern knows 


~~ 


How many months.a Geddefs: goes 


1 


But ’tis enough, the reck’ning ended, 


The Babe was born, the mother mended : 

Nor fhall f fpend’ much vaim defeription 

To fhew the hit her Sire’s prediGion ; 

For to'a Lady learn’d as you 

All Hiftory will prove it true: 

Yet if you had but lefs difcer . 

The Mufe might here fhew monftrous Learning ; 
efcribe in Greece what tricks. fhe play’d, : 

And how fhe taught each Spastan maid 

To thew her legs (ingenious thought 

By well-chofe flits im petticoat, | 

Which, did the run, or dance, erftoop, 


eT 
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Reveal’d as much as any" heap. 


Then might fhe foar on Roman: wing, 
Of Stola and of Palla fing 


With critic’ nicety explore 
What kind of Hoods their Matrons. wore; 


by O FB EB. 
* Spleen—another obfolete word. Nerves however obtains 
fill moft vehemently, though, perhaps, it may in time give 
place to Spafms, whatever the Author of Zoonomia may fay 
of their non-exiftence. 
Hoi 
iow 
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How broad Lucretia’s Tucker {pread ; 

How Ovid’s rs drefs’d her head, 

And better afcertain thefe matters, 

Than all the herd of Commentators. 

Next might fhe by due fteps advance 

To modern f{cenes ; and firft to France: 

France is her Citadel, and there 

The Goddefs keeps her Arms and Car.*” 

And thence fhe fends her vice-roy apes 

To form our uncouth Englifh fhapes. 

Tere Pegafus een run his race 

O’er Mecklin, and o’er Bruffels Lace : 

Here might he take Pindaric bounces 

O’er floods of Furbelows and Flounces 5 

Gallop on Luteftring plains, invade 

The thick-wove Groves of rich Brocade, 

And leap o’er W hale-bone’s {tiff barrier. + 

—But here I bridle his career, 

And fagely think it more expedient 

To fign my(felf your moit obedient. 
NOTES. 


© Here the Boy pedant comes again from his Virgil with 
Hic illius arma 


Hic Currus fuit. én. L. x. V. 20. 


+ Whale-bone and Brocade equally exploded articles. 
it 
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Il Bellicofo. 


VY VENCE, dull lethargic Peace ; 
A Born in fome hoary Beadfman’s cell obfcure, 
Or in Circean bower, 

Where Manhood dies, and Reafon’s vigils ceafe. 
Hie to congenial climes ; 

Prolong fome Eaftern Tyrant’s downy reign, 
Or on Italian Plain, 

Mid citron fhades and myrtle-vefted bow’rs, 
Lull thine ambrofial hours, 

And wed enervate trills to tinkling rhymes. 
But roufe, thou God,. by Furies dreft 


In helm with terror-plumed creft, 


NeOVlE. 


* This very juvenile imitation of the Allegro and Penferofo 
of Mitton, and that which follows it were written fome 
time previous to that ofthe Lycidasx (fee Poem r.Vol.1.) A 
copy of the above was many years.ago(urreptitioufly printed 
ina Magazine, and afterwards inferted in Percue’s Mif- 
cellany. On this account, ! thought it right to revife and 
now publifth it. The counter-part to it was, with my affent, 
firft printed in the Cambridge Verfes.on the Peace of Aix la 
Chappelle; and ftands here as it did formerly. 


In 
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In adamantine fteel bedight, 


we 


Glift’ring formidably bright 
With ftep unfixt, and afpect wild, 

Jealous Juno’s raging chil fe 

Who thee conceiv’d in Flora’s bower, 

By touch of rare * Olenian flower. 

Oft the Goddefs figh’d in vain, 

Envying Jove’s prolific brain, 

And oft old Ocean heard her moan, 
Bending from his coral throne; 

At length thro’ Flora’s groves the ftray’d, 
Kind Flora lent her fragrant aid; 

Then fruitful grown, her Ivory Car 

With harnefs’d Peacocks cut the air, 

And circling wide Propontis round, 

She lands at length on Thracran ground ; 
There teems thee forth, of nérvous mould, 
Haughty, fanguine, fierce, and boid ; 
Names thee Mars, and bids thee-call 


The world from Pleafure’s filken thrall. 


N O TE. 


* So called from Olenas a City in Peloponefus, wherevac- 
cording to Ovid this flower firft grew. The flory is told by 


him in his Fafti. Lib. 5. V. 231. 
Come, 
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Come, thou Genius of the War, 

Roll me in thy Iron Car, 

And as thy Courfers pierce the fky, 
Breathing fury as they fly, 

Let Courage hurry fwift before, 

All ftain’d around with purple gore, 
And Via’ry follow clofe behind 

With wreath of Palm, and Laurel join’d, 
While high in ether Fame affumes 

Her place, and waves her eagle plumes. 
Then, whilft her trumpet fwells the note 
Roaring rough thro’ brazen throat, 

Let drums with many a beat maintain 

_ ‘The meafure of the martial ftrain ; 
Hautboys, clarions too be-found, 

Nor be mifs’d the fifes fhrill found, 

Nor yet the Scottifh bag-pipes ftrain, 
Dear delight of Highland {wain:; 
Whether on fome mountain’s brow, 
Now fqueaking high now droning low, 
It guides the fteps of many a lafs 
Tripping it featly on the grafs ; 

Or whether in the battle’s fray 


Some antient Caledonian lay 
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Yt boldly blows, to fill the train 

With fury mixt with proud difdain, 
Strike ev’ry fire from ev’ry mind, 

Nor leave one latent fpark behind. 

Bear me now to tented ground, 

Where gallant ftreamers wave around, 
And Britifh enfigns, wide difplay’d, 
Lend the earth a {carlet fhade, 

And pikes, and {pears, and launces bright 
Dart around a filver light ; 

There to join the hardy croud, 

As they fport in gamefome mood, 
Wreftling on the circled ground, 
Wreathing limbs with limbs around; 

Or fee them pitch the maffy bar, 

Or teach the difk to whiz in air. 

Then, at night’s return, regale 

With chat full blunt, and chirping ale, 
While fome voice of manly bafs 

Sings my darling Chevy Chace ; 

How the child, that’s yet unborn, 

May rue Earl Percy’s hound and horn ; 
How WiTHERINGTON in doleful dumps 


Fought right valiant on his fumps ; 
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And many a Knight and "Squire full gay 
At morn, or night were clad in clay ; 
While firft and laft we join to fing, 

** God profper long our Noble King.” 
Thus, till midnight fpreads around 

Her fable veftments o’er the ground, 
Then, Ull for a ftudious feat 

To fome ftrong citadel retreat, 

By ditch, and rampart high ypent, 

And batt’ry ftrong, and battlement. 
There in fome ftore-room richly dight, 
With coats of mail, and falchions bright, 
Emblazon’d fhields of imprefs quaint, 

_ Erft borne at tilt and tournament ; 
There while the taper burneth blue, 
(As Brutus once was wont to do) 

Let me turn the ample page 
Of fome grave, hiftoric fage 5 
Or in Homer’s facred fong, 
Mix the Grecian Bands among, 
Or lift to Virgil’s epic Lyre, 

Or lofty Lucan’s wrapt in fire, 

But rather ftill let Shakefpeare’s mufe 

Her genuine Britith flame diffufe ; 

Vou. Il. G 


And brifkly with her magic ftrain 


Hurry me to Gallic plain, 
What time the gallant Talbot bleeds, 
Or when heav’n-profper’d Harry leads 
His bands, with fevenfold courage fteel’d, 
To Agincourt’s immortal field. 
Yet foon as morn begins to fpread 
The orient pale with ftreaming red, 
And the fhrill cornets from afar 
Stoutly fwell the note of war 5 
Then, as th’ embattled files slvanee. 
O Mars! my ev’ry thought entrance. 
Guide me, thou terrific God! 
Guide thro’ glory’s arduous road, 
While Conqueft with gigantic pace 
Stalks before, and fhakes his mace 5 
While hailing bullets round me fly, 
And human thunders rend the fky, 
With armour clanking, clarions founding, 
Cannons bellowing, fhouts rebounding, 
« Guide me, thou terrific God! 
«¢ Guide thro’ glory’s arduous road.” 
But, fhould on land thy triumphs ceafe, 


Still bear me from the fcenes of peace; 
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Me lead, dread Power! for warlike {port 


To fome wave-encircled fort, 
Or, if it yield more open fight, 


To fome hoar promontory’s height, 


Whofe high-arch’d cliff, with bending brow, 


Frowns on the foaming furge below ; 
There eagerly to ken from far,’ 
All the burft of naval war, 
And glow with {ympathetic rage, 
While th’ embattled fleets engage, 
And ev’ry diftant fhore rebounds 
To their cannons rattling founds ; 
When the fulphurous fire-fhip rends, 
And thoufand deaths around her fends, 
And limbs diffever’d, hurl’d on high, 
Smoke amid th’ affrighted fky. 
But, while I gaze, if envious night 
Shuts the grand profpeé& from my fight, 
Still let thy vot’ry hear from far 
The found of elemental war, 
Hark to the diftant thunder’s roll, 
Nor, till its laft concluding grow], 
Permit dull Morpheus to apply 
His leaden finger to my eye ; 
Gz 


was 


eae nee ra ae Sis 


r ico «| 
And then, even then, let Fancy’s power 
Exhauft her vifionary ftore, 
Fo paint fome mighty city’s ftate 
Befieg’d, and nodding to its fate 5 
Above whofe heav’n-devoted fanes, 
Portentous comets fweep their trains , 
And vultures, fierce in martial’d flight, 
With beaks and claws wage bloody fight 5 
And armed knights, a ghoftly croud, 
Prick forth from ev’ry op’ning cloud 
With blazing fwords of portent dire, 
And minute glares of meteor-fire 5 
Such erft as fhot their livid gleam, 
Down on befieg’d Jerufalem, 
Or hung o’er Rome e’er Julius fell, 
And, if old fages truly fpell, 
Are dread prognoftics that forefhows 
Convulfions in our realms below. 
And, when at laft cold creeping age 
Freezes the current of my rage; 
Let me retire amidit a troop 
Of Invalids, a veteran group, 
Bereft of fome main limb by war, 


Or juftly proud to fhew the fcar 
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They gain’d, when fighting in the caufe 
Of Albion’s liberty and laws ; 

With thefe full chearly [lJ retire, 

To circle round a fea-coal fire, 

Hear them their paft campaigns recite 
Of Vigo’s fack and Blenheim fight. 


And, when my children round me throne, 
5 


The fame brave themes fhall grace my tong 


To teach them, fhould fair England need 
Their blood, ’tis their’s to wifh to bleed ; 
And, as I fpeak, behold them glow, 
And flafh their eye, and knit their brow ; 
While I, with heart-felt blifs elate, 

Sit proudly in paternal ftate, 

Gaze on each half-form’d warrior face, 
And all their future fortunes trace ; 

That this, my ruddy, firft-born boy 

On land his Sov’reign fhall employ ; 

The next o’er ocean’s wide domain 
Boldly affert Britannia’s reign, 

And firm in freedom’s caufe advance 

The fcourge of flav’ry, and of France. 
Thefe delights if Mars afford, 

Mars! with thee I whet my fword. 
Written in 1744. G3 
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ENCE, peftilential Marsys 
Of fable-vefted Night and Chaos bred, 
On matters formlefs bed, 
Mid the harfh din of elemental jars : 
Hence with thy frantic croud, 
Wine’d Flight, pale Terror, Difcord cloath’d in fi 
Precipitate retire 5 
‘While mad Bellona cracks her fnaky thongs 
And hurries headlong on, 
To Ach’ron’s brink and Phlegethon’s flaming flood, 
But hail, fair Peace, fo mild and meek, 
With polifh’d brow and rofy cheek ; 
That, on thy fleece-white cloud defcending, 
Hither, foft-ey’d Queen, art tending, 
Gently o’er thy fav’rite land 
To wave thy genial myrtle wand : 
To thake from off thy turtle wing 
Th’ ambrofial dews of endlefs {pring ; 


[ 193 ] 
Spring, like that, which poets feign, 
Gilded Saturn’s eafy reign : | 
For Saturn’s firft-born daughter thou 5 
Unlefs, as later bards avow, 
The youthful God with fpangled hair 
Clofely clafp’d Harmonia fair : 
For, banifh’d erft Heav’n’s ftar-pav’d floor, 
(As fings my legendary lore) 
As Phoebus fat by weeping brook, 
With fhepherds fcrip and fhepherds crook, 
Penfive ’midft a favage train 
(For favage then was all the plain) 
Fair Harmonia left her bow’r, 
To join her radiant paramour : 
Hence didft thou {pring ; and at thy birth 
Lenient Zephyrs fann’d the earth, 
Rumbling thunders growl’d no more, 
Prowling wolves forgot to roar, 
And man, whom fiercer rage poffeft, 
Smil’d diffenfion from his breaft. 
She comes, fhe comes: ye Nymphs, prepare 
Gay floral-wreaths to bind your hair ; 
Ye f{wains, ‘infpire the mellow flute 
To dulcet ftrains, which aptly fuit 
G4 
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Vhe featly-footed faraband 
Of Phillis trim and Marian bland, 


When nimbly light each fimp’ring lafs 


‘Trips it o’er the pliant grafs. 

But fee, her {ccial fmiling train 

Now invefts th’ inraptur’d plain ! 
Plenty’s treafure-teeming horn 

Show’rs its fruits, its fow’rs, ‘its corns 
Commerce fpreads his ampleft fail ; 
Strong-nerv’d Labor lifts his flail ; 
Sylvanus too attends (’tis he 

That bears the root-pluck’d cyprefs tree) 
He fhall my youngling footfteps lead 
Thro’ tufted lawn and fringed mead, 
By fcooped valley, heaped hill, 

Level river, dancing rill, 

Where the fhepherds all appear, 


To fhear and wath their fleecy care, 
Which bleating ftand the ftreams around, 


And whiten all the clofe-crop’d ground : 
Or when the maids in bonnets {heen 
Cock the hay upon the green; . 

Or up yon fteep rough road the fwains 


Drive flow along their rolling wains 


C 


(Where laughing Ceres crowns the ftack, 
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And makes the pond’rous axle crack), 
Then to the village on the hill, 

The barns capacious jaws to fill, 

Where the anfw’ring flails rebound, 
Beating bold with thund’ring found. 
Enchanted with this rural fcene, 

Here let me weave my arb’retts green: 
Here arch the woodbine, mantling neat 
©’er my noontide cool retreat ; 

Or bind the oak with ivy-twine ; 

Or wed the elm and purpling vine. 
But, if my vagrant fancy pants 

For charms, that fimple nature wants, H 
Grant, Power benign, admittance free | 
To fome rang’d Academy : 
There to give to arts refin’d | 
All the impulfe of my mind ; 

And oft obfervant take my ftand, 

Where the painter’s magic hand 

From fketches rude, with gradual art, 

Calls dawning life to ev’ry part, 

Till, with nice tints all labour’d high, 

Hach ftarting hero meets the eye: 


[ 


Oft too, oh! let me.nice infpe& 


The draughts of jufteft archite& : 


106 } 


And hence delighted let me pafs, 

Where others mold the dudtile brafs ; 

“Or teach the Parian ftone to wear 

A letter’d fage’s mufing air. 

But ah! thefe Arts have fix’d their home 
In Roman or in Gallic dome: 

Tho’ ftrange befeems, that Arts fhou’d fpread 
Where frowns black Slav’ry’s baleful fhade ; 
sind ftranger far that Arts decay 

Where Freedom deals her warmeft ray, 
This then deny’d ; I'll fwift retreat, 

Where Camus winds with murmur fweet: 
There teach me, piercing Locke, t’ explore 
The bufy mind’s ideal ftore; 

‘There, heav’n-rapt Newton, guide my way 
*Mid rolling worlds, thro’ floods of day, 
To mark the vagrant comets road, 

And thro’ his wonders trace the God. 
‘Then, to unbend my mind, [’!l roam 
Amid the cloyfters filent gloom : 
Or, where rang’d oaks their thades diffufe, 
Hold dalliance with my darling Mufe, 


Recalling 
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Recalling oft fome heav’n-born ftrain, 
That warbled in Auguftan reign ; 
Or turn well pleas’d the Grecian page, 
If fweet Theocritus engage ; 
Or blith Anacreon, mirthful wight, 
Caroll his eafy love-lay light. 
Yet let not all my pleafure lie 
Confin’d to one Pheebeian joys 
But ever give my fingers wings 
Lightly to fkim the trembling ftrings, 
And from fome bow’r to tune the lay : 
While lift’ning birds croud ev'ry fpray, 
Or hovering filent o’er my head, 
Their quiv’ring wings exulting {fpread ; 
Save but the turtles, they alone 
With tender plaintive faithful moan, 
Shall tell, to all the fecret grove, 
Their foft thick-warbled tale of love : 
Sweet birds! your mingling blifs purfuing, 
Ever billing, ever cooing, 
Ye! conftant pair! I love to note 
Your hoarfe ftrain gurgling in your throat ; 
And, ye unheard, from fidelong hills 
The liquid lapfe of whifp’ring rills, 
T hift to hear: fuch founds diffufe 
Sweet tranfports to the thoughtful Mufe. 
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‘Thus Summer fees me brifk and light, 
*Till Winter fpreads her *kerchief white ; 
‘Then to the city’s focial walls, 
Where tolling clock to bufinefs calls. 
There the weaver’s fhuttle {peeds 
Nimbly thro’ the fine-fpun threads : 
There the vocal anvil rings, 
While the {mith his hammer {wings ; 
And ev’ry man and ev’ry boy 
Brifkly join in warm employ. 
Thro’ fuch throng’d fcenes full oft Pl range, 
Oft croud into the rich Exchange : 
Or to yon wharf; afide the mote, 
Where the anchor’d fhips do float, 
And others, haf¥ning into bay, 
Swell their fails in fair array: 
Wafting to Albion’s fons the ftore, 
That each Peruvian mine can pour ; 
Watting to Albion’s fmiling dames 
The ruby’s glow, the diamond’s flames, 
*Till all the Indies rufh into the Thames. 
Joys vaft as thefe my fancy claims ; 
And joys like thefe if Pace infpire, 
Peace with thee I ftring the lyre. 
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Aw EPISTOLARY ADDRESS 


TO THE 


AUTHOR’?s FATHER, 
Sent FROM LONDON IN THE YEAR 1746.* 


Surgat in officium venerandi Mufa Parentis. 


Mittonus ad Patrem. 


H™ paufe, fair Fancy, + in thy flow’ry way ! 

. The varied verfe, the imitative lay 

Reje& awhile; difcard each fabling dream ; 

Paternal praife be now thy nobler theme ; ! 
And if the Mufe, who thro’ the realms of fong | 
Gave Pope, now mute, to lead the tuneful throng, 
In whofe warm heart with mingling fervour fhone 

The glowing Poet and the tender Son, 

His duteous heart and filial feelings pour 


Thro’ every artlefs line, I afk no more. 


Enough for me, if He, whofe name I bear, 
With wonted candour bend his partial ear ; 


NOT ES. 
* Now firft printed. 
+ Alluding to Mufzus and the two foregoing Imitations of 
Mitton, which the Author was then compofing, but had 
not quite finifhed, 


Enough, 
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Enough, if He, who always lov’d to blend 


Advice with fmiles, the Father with the Friend, 
Accept the verfe, how vain foe’er it prove, 
Which aims to pay its tribute to the love, 

That ever bleft me fince my courfe began, 
From tender childhood to the dawn of man 3 
Nor in that courfe did e’er one boon refufe, 


A fon might afk, and innocence might ufe. 


Can I forget, when firft my infant ear 
Caught each new melody it chanc’d to hear, 
How prompt to fofter feeds, that nature fow’d, 
A mafter fkill’d his gen’rous care beftow’d, 

To teach how concord and how difcord meet, 


And form one ftrain methodically fweet? 


Alike when active Fancy try’d to trace 
The rural Land{cape, or impaffion’d Face, 
How to my aid he brought each written rule, 


And free defign of Painting’s various School? 


How, when my thoughts firft flow’d in tinkling chime, 
He fmooth’d the verfe, reform’d each faulty rhyme, 
Nor check’d the Mufe, juft waking, in the ftrain, 

Left love of verfe fhould quench the love of gain, 


But 
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But fmil’d affenting, fann’d the kindling fire, 
And funk the critic in the partial Sire? 


Much thanks for thefe ; for arts like thefe have pow’r 
To grace the chearful, footh the penfive hour. 
Thefe hall difpenfe their calm, yet lively, joys, 
When ftudy paufes, or when bufinefs cloys; 
Nor one dull hour drawl fullenly along, 


While Paint can pleafe, or Harmony, or Song. 


Thro’ graver fcience now my fteps to guide, 
As years advance, fee Marg’ret’s dome fupply’d ! 
er arching cloyfters and her glimm’ring groves, 
All, ftudy claims, all, contemplation loves, 
Are amply given ; and, if I with for more, 
The Town expands, and, Thames, thy fplendid fhore! 
Here free to rove, here feaft my mind and eyes, 
«« Here catch the manners living as they rife,” 
Here men with books impartially compare, 
Learn what they fhould be, {mile at what they are ; 
For Vanity, the world’s defpotic queen, 
Ere we can know her truly, muft be feen; 
And if plain fenfe her fteady glafs fupplies, 


The more we fee, the more we fhall defpife, 
Permit 
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Permit me then, my Sire, awhile to view, 
Thro’ that clear perfpective, her motley crew ; 
Nor fear thy fon, by Fafhion’s frippery {mit, 
Should fhun the Chriftian and purfue the Wit: 
But fated quite, relinquifhing with joy 
Thofe vain delights, that foon as tafted cloy ; 
Each paffion cool’d, that boils the tide of youth, 
Each error purg’d, that dims the fight of truth, 
O! may no wifh for more his bofom own, 


But all his manners {peak him all thy fon. 


For, know, each academic duty paid, 
Soon will he hafte to his paternal fhade ; 
There, fraught (great tafk) with Reafon’s nerve to tame 
That hydra of the foul the thirft of fame ; 
His youthful breaft, by years mature refin’d, 
May fhine the mirror of thy blamelefs mind, 
And, free from public, as domeftic, firife, 
Slide thro’ the tranquil ftream of private life ; 
Yet, ftill alive to ev’ry focial call, 


Glow with that charity, which feels for all. 


There too to truths divine may he afpire, 
Wing’d and conducted by his prattis’d Sire ; 
Purfue 
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Purfue his flight, upborn on Faith’s firong plume, 
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Nor fear of youthful Icarus the doom, 

From Falfehood’s maze fav’d by his guiding clue, 
Rife as he rifes, keep him ftill in view, 

The Minotaur of Vice beneath him-hurl’d, 

And ’fcap’d that worft of Labyrinths, the World. 


Vor. III. H STANZAS, 


T Agden. 


Written. on the BANKS of the CAM, 174€ 


Y \O court in May’s mild month the Mufe 
Along the fedgy bankt ft ay’ds 
Where flow-pac’d Cam his courfe purfues 


Amid the daify-painted mead. 


High o’er my head, the Solar fphere 
Flung far and wide: his fparkling beams. 
His fparkling beams as bright appear 


Reflected from the filver ftreams. 


Below each languid Zephyr died, 
Each flender reed forgot to play, 
Without a rill the even tide 
Slided filently away. 
Yet, from its furface to its bafe, 
So clear the chryftal fluid fpread, 
My gazing eye diftin® could trace 


The finny mmates of its beds 


At length 
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At length the Mufe her votary join’d, 

With me the bufy {cene fhe view’d, 
And, Fancy waking in my mind; 


A flow of numbers thus enfued. 


«« See, how thofe rofe-finn’d Perch delight 
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High as th’ incumbent air to glide, 
<¢ Each leaf each ftraw their chafé excite, 


‘¢ That bouyant fail along the tide. | 


‘¢ On Learning’s furface thus the Youth 
‘« Too oft devotes each precious hour, 
<*¢ For modern whim {corns antient truth, 


*¢ And quits the fruit, to {mell the flower. 


« But hark ! I Keard a bubbling noife, | 
«¢ How quick yon Trout purfu’d'a fly ! | 

“© Yet fee} the nimble infec plies | 
‘« His wing, and fafe afcends the tky. : 


«* Say Mufe! to what fhall we compare 
: “« The fealy fool’s fuccefslefs aim? 
‘* Tis thus that all deluded are, 
‘¢ Who merely aét, or write for fame: 
Ha 


fF 6 Jj 


¢¢ See far below, yon Eel conceal’d 


<‘ In mud its circling volume leads, 
« Now thro’ the water half reveal’d, 


<< Now tangled in a grove of reeds ; 


«© So fares the Man, who, gravely vain, 
<¢ Thro’ each profound of Learning wanders, 
«¢ Scruples and doubts perplex his brain 


‘* In long and intricate meanders. 


¢¢ There too a half gorg’d Pike appears, 
«« Whofe maw or frogs or gudgeons fates, 
«e After a labouring length of years, 


«< Such is the mufty Pedant’s fate. 


<¢ But fee, its height and depth between, 
«« Yon fcaly tribe or paufe or play, 
s«* Now hanging in the fluid {cene, 


« Now ftraying as its currents flray ; 


¢« Their courfe no ftraws divert above, 
«: No mud, or reeds obftruct below, 
ae 
«¢ Freely their oary fins they move, 


« As nature dictates, fwift, or flow. 


[Tay 
‘< So, thro’ Life’s current let me glide, 
«<< Nor fink too low, nor'rife too high, 


<« Safe if Content my progrefs guide 


“© And golden Mediocrity.” 
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A MONOLOGUE+ 


ND. dvalnves 

Ti wor ob on gov 
Ly amioloveay, Tois BactAsior 
iy Kyou: yopols, 
Kal ey a&Peoourn wabeAovies. 


SOPHOCLES in Antig. 


AR from her hallow’d grot, where mildly bright 
The pointed cryftals fhot their trembling light, 

From dripping mofs where fparkling dew-drops fell, 

Where coral glow’d, where twin’d the wreathed fhell, 


Pale 


N OT. Bo. 


*Tt was faid, in an. advertifement prefixt to the firft quarto 
edition, that “ the following Poem would never have ap- 
‘“ peared in print, had not an interpolated copy of it, pubs 
“ lifhed in a country newfpaper, fcandaloufly mifreprefent- 
* ed the principles of the Author ;” which parody, before the 
publication of the original, was reprinted in the London 
Evening Poft, and generally fuppofed to be written by the 

late 
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Pe | T oe ae) 5 ae ee ee eel b| 
Pale Is1s lay ; a willow’s lowly thade 

Je pak fst als pute ee peat 
Spread its thin foilage o’er the peniive maid 3 
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Clos’d was her eye, and:from her heaving brealt 


In carelefs folds loofe fell her zoneiels vel; 

While down her neck her vagrant trefles flow 

In all the awfal negligerice of woe 5 

Her urn fufain’d her arm, that fculptur’d vafe 
Where Vulcan’s art had lavith’d all it’s graces 
Here, full with life was heav’n-taught Science feen, 


Known by the laurel wreath and mufing merit’: 


NO TE S. 


late Dr. Bynom of Manchefter. Very foon after Mr. T. 
Warton, afterwards Poet Laureat, printed an clegant 
anfwer to it, entitleé, the "Triumph: of Ifis. But ‘ere this 


the Author (then young) was convinced that the fatire it 


contained, though mixed as it was with true panepyric, was 
oo fevere ; he therefore forbere to reprint itn any of the 


> 
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former editions of his Poems. However, as Mr. Warron’s 
Poem has been, with this, repriated in certain Mifcellanies, 
‘nd as the former holds a place in his volume, it was 
thought proper here to give it a place.—Certain it is that 
the fpirit of Jacobitifm, which had obtained in both our 

Univerfities before the year. 1745, was far from being quite 

extioguithed in 1748, when this Poem was written. May 
“gheltnore recent fpirit of Jacobinifm (if now it infects either 

of them) have a ftill quicker termination ! 

+ It was originally entituled an Elegy; but the term is 
aliered as not being written in alternate Rhymes, which fince 
Mr. Gray’s exquifite Elegy in the Country Church- Yard has 
generally obtained, and feems to be more fuited to that 
fpecies of Poem. — : 
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There cloud-crown’d Fame, here Peace fedate and bland 


Swell’d the loud trump, and) wav’d the olive wand ; 
While folemn domes, arch’d fhades, and viftas green 


At well-mark’d diftance clofe the facred fcene, 


On this the Goddefs caft an anxious look, 
‘Then dropt a tender tear, and thus fhe {poke : 
«« Yes, I cou’d once with pleas’d attention trace 
The mimic charms of this prophetic vafe; 
Then lift my head, and with enraptur’d eyes 
View on yon plain the real glories rife. 

Yes, Ists ! oft haft thou rejoic’d to lead 

Thy liquid treafures o’er yon fay’rite mead, 

Oft haft thou ftopt thy pearly car to gaze, 

While ev’ry Science nurs’d it’s growing bays ; 

While ev’ry Youth, with Fame’s ftrong impulfe fir’d, 
Preft to the goal, and at the goal untir’d 

Snatch’d each celeftial wreath to bind his brow, 


The Mules, Graces, Virtues could beftow. 


“* E’en now fond Fancy leads th’ ideal train, 
And ranks her troops on Mem’ry’s ample plain 5 
See} the firm leaders of my patriot line, 


See! Srpney, Rateicu, HampEn, Somers fhine. 


See 
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See Hovcu fuperior to a tyrant’s doom 

Smile at'the menace of the flave of Rome. 

Each foul whom Truth cou’d fire, or Virtue move, 
Each breaft ftrong panting with it’s countr ’s love, 
All that to Albion gave the heart or head, 

That wifely councell’d, or that bravely bled, 

All, all appear; on me they grateful {mile, 

The well-earn’d prize of every virtuous toil 

To me with filial reverence they bring, 


And hang freth trophies o’er my honour’d {pring, 


<< Ah! I remember well yon beachen fpray, 
' There Appison firft tun’d his polifh’d lay ; 
Twas there great Caro’s form firft met his eye, 
In all the pomp of free-born majefty. 
‘¢ My Son, he cry’d, obferve this mein with awe, 
<< In folemn lines the ftrong refemblance draw ; 
‘* The piercing notes fhall ftrike each Briti/d ear, 
«© Each Britifh eye fhall drop the patriot tear ; | 
<< And, rous’d to glory by the nervous ftrain, | 
<« Each Youth fhall fpurn at Slav’ry’s abject reign, 
«« Shall guard with Cato’s zeal Britannia’s laws, 
: <s And fpeak, and act, and bleed, in Freedom’s caufe.” 
The 
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The Hero fpoke, the Bard a entine. bow’d, 
The Jay to liberty and Cato flow’d; 
While Echo, as fhe rov’d the vale along, 


Join’d the ftrong cadence of his Roman fone 


Scarce ftole a.breeze to, wave the ie i 
Scarce trill’d fweet.Philomel her fofteft lay, 
When Locke walk’d mufjng forth ; me now Lview 
Majeftic Wifdom thron’d upon his: brow 

View Candour {mile upon his modeft ie 
And from his eye all Judgment’s radiance break, 
Twas here the Sage his manly zeal expreft, 
Here ftript vain Falthood of her gaudy vet; 
Here Truth’s Ged beams frit fill’d his mind, 
Ere Jong to burft in bletiings on mankind ; 

Ere long to fhow to Reafon’s purged eye, 


That “ NATrUuRE’s FIRST BEST GIFT Was LIBERTY.” 


«* Proud of this wond’rous fon, fublime I food, 
(While louder furges fwell’d my rapid flood) 
Then vain as Niobe exulting cry’d, 


Hiifus! roll thy fam’d Athenian tide; 


’ 
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Tho’ Plate’s fleps oft mark’d thy neighb’ring glade, 
Tho’ fair Lyceum lent it’s awful fhade, 
Tho’ ev’ry Academic green impreft 
It’s image full on thy reflecting breaft, 
Yet my pure ftream fhall boaft as proud 2 name, 


And Britain’s Ists flow with Attic fame. 


¢« Alas! how chang’d! where now that Attic boaft? 
See! Gothic Licence rage o’er all my coatt. i 
Sée! 


Poifon each breaft, and madden ev’ry brain. 


Hydra Faétion fpread it’s impious reign, 


Hence frontlefs crouds that, not content to fright Ht } 
The blufhing Cynthia from her throne of night, | 
Blaft the fair face of day; and madly bold, 

To Freedom’s foes infernal orgies hold; ” 

To Freedom’s foes, ah! fee the goblet crown’d ! 
Hear plaufive fhouts to Freedom’s foes refound ! 

The horrid notes my refluent waters daunt, 

The Echoes groan, the Dryads quit their haunt ; 
Learning, that once to all diffus’d her beam, 

Now fheds by ftealth a partial private gleam 

In fome lone cloifter’s melancholy fhade, 

Where a firm few fupport her fickly head ; 

Defpis’d, infulted by the barb’rous train, 

Who {cour like Thracia’s moon-ftruck rout the plain, 


Sworn 
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Sworn foes like them to all the Mufe approves, 
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All Phoebus favours, or Minerva loves, 


« Are thefe the fons my foft’ring breaft muft rear? 
Grac’d with my name, and nurtur’d by my care, 
Mutt thefe go forth from my maternal hand 
To deal their infults thro’ a peaceful land, 

And boaft, while Freedom bleeds and Virtue groans, 
That “ Is1s taught Sedition to her Sons?” 

Forbid it heav’n! and let my rifing waves 
Indignant fwell, and whelm the recreant flaves, 

Tn England’s caufe their patriot floods employ, 

As Xanthus delug’d in the caufe of Troy. 

Is this deny’d? then point fome fecret way 

Where far far hence thefe guiltlefs ftreams may ftray, 
Some unknown channel lend, where nature {preads 
Inglorious vales and unfrequented meads; 

There, where.a Hind fcarce tunes his ruftic ftrain, 
Where fcarce a Pilgrim treads the pathlefs plain, 
Content [ll flow ; forget that e’er my tide 

Saw yon majeftic flructeres crown its fides 

Forget that e’er my rapt attention hung 

Or on the Sage’s or the Poet’s tongue, 
Calm and refign’d my humbler lot embrace, 


And pleas’d prefer oblivion to difgrace.”” 


ra 
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PROTOGENES and APELLES.* 
(ALTERED rrom PRIOR.) 


Wee Poets wrote, and Painters drew, 
As Nature pointed out the View $ 
Ere Gothick Forms were known in Greece, 
To {poil the well-proportioned Piece ; 

And in our Verfe ere Monkith Rhimes 

Had jangled their fantaftic Chimes ; 


Ere on the flow’ry land of Ruoves 


Thofe Knights had fix’d their dull abodes, 


Who knew not much to-paint or write, 


Nor car’d to pray, nor dar’d to fight: 


NOTE. 


* "Fhe exquifite humour, with which Prror has ettlivened 
the plain Tale which he took from Priny, it is hoped will not 
be much impaired by the following few alterations, attempted 
for no other purpofe than to elucidate the original ftory, 
which, it is thought, has not hitherto been perfectly under- 
ftood; not from any defect in Priny’s Narrative, (as his lait 
Tranflator, M. FatconeT, would make us believe), but from 
the blunder of the old Commentators, and the inattention of 
the latter to the whole paflage. ~The alterations are printed 
in Italics, and Prior’s original lines at the bottom of the 


refpective pages. 
PROTOGENES; 


Prorocenes, Hiftorians note, 
Liv’d there, a Burgefs Scot and Let; 
And, as old Ptiny’s Writings fhow, 
APELLEs did the fame at Co. 

Agreed thefe points of time and place, 


Proceed We in the prefent cafe, 


Picqu’d by Prorocenes’s fame, 
From Co to Ruopes APELLES. came; 
To fee a Rival and a Friend, 

Prepar’d to cenfure, or commend, 

Here to abfoive, and there objec, 

As art with candour might direét. 

He fails, he lands, he comes, he rings; 
His fervants follow with the things : 
Appears the Governante ef th’ houfe, 
For fuch in Greece were much in ufe;—~ 
If young or handfome, yea or no, 


Concerns not me, or thee, to know, 


Does Squire ProroceEnes live here? 
Yes, Sir, fays fhe, with gracious air, 
And:curtfey.low ; but juft call’d out 
By Lords peculiarly devout ; 
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Who came on purpofe, Sir, to borrow 
Our Venus, for the feaft to-morrow, 
To grace the church : ’Tis-Venus day : 
I hope, Sir, you intend to fiay 

To fee our Venus: "Lis the Piece 

The moft renown’d throughout all Greece, 
So like th’ original, they fay ; 

But I have no great kill that way. 

But, Sir, at fix (tis now» pait three) 
Dromo muft take my Mafter’s tea. 

At fix, Sir, if you pleafe to comes 


You'll find my Matter, Sir, at home 


Tea, fays a Critic, big with laughter, 
Was found fome twentyvages after : 
Authors, before they write, fhould read. 


Tis very true ;—but we’lh proceed: 


And, Sir, at prefent, wou'd you pleafe 
To leave your name ?——Fair Maiden, yes. 
Reach me that Boards. No fooner fpoke 


But done. With one judicious ftroke, 


APEULES 


* APELLES delicately drew 
A line, retiring from the view, 

And quick as fportfmen draw their trigger, 
Produc’d a fine fore-fborten’d figure. 

And will you pleafe, fweetheart, faid he, 
To fhew your Mafter this from me? 

By it he prefently will know, 


How Painters write their names at Co. 


He gave the pannel to the maid. 
Smiling and curt’fing, Sir, the faid, 
I fhall not fail to tell my Mafter : 
And, Sir, for fear of all difafter, 

Pll keep it my own felf :—Safe bind, 
Says the old Proverb, and fafe find. 


So, Sir, as fure as key or lock 


Your fervant, Sir at fix o’clock. 


Again at fix APELLEs came$ 


Found the fame prating civil Dame. 


* O’er the plain Ground ArELyes drew 
A Circle regularly true. Prior. 


Sir, that my Mafter has been here, 


129 J 


Will by the board itfelf appear. 

* Tf, in the feetch you chofe to draws, 

He found, you'll pardon me,. a flaw— 
And tried to make a nicer line, 

You muft not think the fault Was mine 3 
For he, ftrange man! will have his way, 
(2m fure I find it night and day) 

And when ’tvias done, he bade me fay, 
Thus write the Painters of this Ifle: 


et thofe of Co remark the ftile. 


She faid; and to his-hand reftor’d 
The rival pledge, the miffive board. 
+APELLES faw a truer frroke, 


Now here, now there, bis own had broke s 


* If, from the perfect line he found, 
He has prefum’d to fwell the round, 
Or colours on the draught to lay, 
>Tis thus he order’d me to fay. 


+ Upon the happy line was laid 
Such obvious light, fuch eafy fhade 
That Paris’ Apple ftood confefs’d, 
Or Leda’s Egg, or Cloc’s Ereaft. 


Voi; il. J 
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This gave the Artift a new hint, 
With pencil of a different tint, 
To trace, o’er both the lines togethers 
A third, more elegant than either. 
And by its fubtle inter feGion, 


He broucht the drawing to perfection. 


The Coan now review'd the piece $ 
And live, faid he, the Arts of Greece! 
Howe’er Prorocenes and | 
May in our rival! talents vie 5 
Howe’er our works may have exprefs’d 
Who trueft drew, or coloured beft— 
When he beheld my flowing line, 

He found at leaft.I could defign, 

* But now ve made it quite complete $ 
I truft ’tewill caufe us foon to meet. 

lt did. Protogenes bebeld 

The Sketch, and own'd himfelf excell’d, 
Then to the port he ran in hafte 

And clafp’d with friendly arms his gueft. 


* And from his artful round I grant 
That he with perfect {kill can paint. 
APELLES vView'd the finifh’d piece. P. 


The 


[ ] 


The dullet genius cannot fail 
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To find the mioral of my tale; 

That the diftincuifhed part of men, 
With compafs, pencil, {word, or pen, 
Shou’d in life’s vifit leave their name 

In characters, which may proclaim, 
That they with ardour ftrove to raife 
At once their arts, and country’s praife, 
tAnd free from envy, tpleen, and fpites 
Look each their patrietic flight ; 

Like the two-worthies of my ftory, 


On mutual plumes, to mutual glory. 


+ And, in their Working, took preat care, 
That all was full, and round, and fair. 


NeiO itt BroeB 8, 


Explanatory of the foregoing Alterations. 


I. 


Ape.ues delicately drew 


A Line, retiring from the View, &c. 


“TALLAT the effort of ApELLES, which PLiny thus 

a efcribes—** Abrepto Penicillo Lineam duxit fumme 
tenuitatis per tabulam’’—was a fingle Outline ; or, as 
Durawnp exprefles it—* Un Deffein au fimple trait, ?— 
(of which there are many Examples in the Drawings of 
M. Angelo, Raffaelle, and others of the Italian School) 
has been a Matter long decided; and that it neither re- 
prefented a perfect Circle, according to Prior, (who 
probably borrowed that Idea from PerauLr) or any 
other accurate Geometrical Figure, cannot reafonably be 
conjectured. But Phiny afterwards tells us, that this 
Defign, after Apevies had drawn it, and Prote- 
GENES had retouched it; and finally, when APELLES 


had perfected it, exhibited tres lineas vifum effugientes >* 


* Duranp tranflates this phrafe, “ Trois defeines au imple 
* trait & de la derniere finefle gue efchappoient la vue par leur 
« f,btilite”’ This paraphrafe gives us the idea of three defigns 
faintly expreffed, fo as to be almoft invifible: M. Fatconer 
takes it in the fame fenfe, and accordingly ridicules the idea, 
which 


Somes eee 


which has led me to conclude, that the original Draw- 
ing was that of a fore-fhortened Figure, becaufe I think 
no words can better exprefs this technical Term than 
thofe which the Author has here ufed, and which there- 
fore, I have literally tranflated. If this Opinion be ad- 
mitted, it will make the Conteft between the two 
Painters what it fhould be; becaufe, to fore-fhorten a 
Figure accurately, though it may not be one of te 
greateft Beauties, is certainly one of the ereateft Diffi- 
culties, of the Art: the Drawing in queftion would 
therefore be principally admired by A rti ifts, as PLINY 
tells us it was—omnium - quidem ona rtificum precipug 
miracula, If t am sted to peanbe a 24 site. where 
PS 


the’ Author has ufed the fame Terms to imply the fame 
Thing, Ican only reply, that Pliny, when in a f{ubfe- 
quent Paflage he defetibes a Picture of a Sacrifice by 
Paustas, in which there was an Ox ext remely fore- 
fhortened, makes ufe of a much longer eta sek aint 
Quum longitudinem Bovis oftendere velit ad Kaba Cutt 
pinxit HOR tranfvorfum et abunde intelligit 7 magnitude. 

Modern Writers, it is certain, deal more in fchnicdl 
‘Terms than the Ancients did, and I fafpe& that if there 
had been in Latin a technical Term. for what Enelith 
Painters call fore-fbertened, and the French ex Raccourfi, 
Priny would have thought it too inelegant, if not too 
inexpreflive, for his ules for a good Writer, treating 
on ay narticalar Art for public I Information, avoids 

the ufe of fuch Terms as Praétitioners in the Art have 


invented, 


Il, 


And tried to make a nicer line. 


Subtilitas and Tenuitas are the two Words which 
I 3 PLINY 


Puiny ufes, as it fhould feem fynonimonfly, to defetibe 
the elegance of the a s which the two Painters alter- 
nately drew. Du Pr iLEs, in his Vie de Peintres, juftly 
remar an that they relate not fo much to the Lines 
themfelves, a: he Intelligence of the Art with which 
hee were bimepay I have put the I epithets nicer here in 
the mouth of the Servant, as the Term fhe would be 
likely to ufe to expreis that [dea, 


ct 
) 
es 


Ill. 
To trace o’er both the Lines together. 
oO 


Tris laf exertion of APELLES, PLiny defcribes 
thus: Zertio colore lineas fecuit nullum relinquens fubtili- 
tati locum. 'The older Commentators firft imagining 
that L7vea meant merely what Writing-Mafters call a 
fine Hair-Stroke, naturally enough, yet furely abfurdly, 
concluded, that the Skill of the two. Artifts confifted in 
dividing the firft into two finer Hair-Strokes, |..Had 
they only edverted toa Seite Paragraph of PLiny 
which in ue rms us, that this Artift made it his pra@tice 
every Day, Lineam ducere, (whence the Proverb, Nulla 
dies fine ripe they mutt have difcovered that Linea 
here fignified an Outline or Conteur, and confequently 
that one Outline might cut another tranfverfly, but nat 
direGly through the Midd! & by which no Defign what- 
ever could be ‘either altered or improved. If any Per- 
fon, unfkilled in Drawing, cafts his Eye on the fac-/rmile 
Etchings of Barroiozzi from Guercino, he will 
have a clear Conception of this Matter. If however he 
faw the firit Sketch of any Mafter, corrected twice with 
Ink of two different Colours, the thing would be more 
evident; for PLiny tells us three differently tinged 
Pence! ilg 
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Pencils were employed by APaLues and ProroGEeNnes 
in this conteit. 


IV. 
It did. Protoceness beheld; &c. 


Wuar is here inferted, is almoft a mere tranfcript 
from PLiny—Protrocenes victum fe confeflus ad 
portum devolavit Hofpitem quzrens, 


y. 
And free from Envy, &c. 


Ass the two laft Lines of Prror’s Moral did not per- 
feétly correfpond with the Story, as now: told, it 1s 
hoped that the four inferted in their Place will convey 
an equaily good Meaning to every Profeflor of this 
and all the reft of the Liberal Arts. 


MATH&EI CASIMIR L* 


Ode III. Lab. II. 


ONORA buxi filia futilis, 
Pendebis alta, barbite, populo, 
Dum ridet der, et {upinas 

Sollicicat levis aura frondes: 
Te fibilantis lenior halitus, 
Perflabit Euri: me juvet interim, 
Collum reclinaffe, et virenti 
Sic temeré jacuiffé ripa. 
Eheu! ferenum que nebule tegunt 
Repenté ceelum! quis fonus imbrium ! 
Surgamus. Heu femper fagaci 
Gaudia preteritura paffu! 


ODE 


NOT E 


* This elegant little Ode was attempted to be tranflated 
not only on account of its lyrical excellence, but alfo becaufe 
the inftrument defcribed in it feemed not to be merely a 
fancied Poetical Lyre, but the real Harp of Eouus invented by 
ATMANASIUS Kincuer, (fee Note to Ode I. Page 27, of the 


firft 
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ODE or CASIMIR 
TRANSLATED. 


Geet Harp, of well-fram’d Box the vocal child ! 
Here fhalt thou hang on this tall poplar’s ipray, 
While ether fmiles, and breezes mud 
Amid its pendant foliage play. 
Eurus fhall here, but borne on fofteft wing, 
Whifper and pant thy warbling chords among, 
While pleas’d my carelefs limbs I fling 
On this green bank, and mark thy fong-—- 
But lo! what fudden clouds veil the blue tkies ! 
What rufhing found.of rain! Rife we with fpeed—» 
- Ah always thus, yelight-wing’d joys, 
Ye fly, and ere poffefs’d are fled ! 


firft Vol. of thefe Poems). This conjecture, it is prefumed, 
will not appear improbable, when it is added that Casimir 
and Kiacner were Jefuits and contemporaries. The mention 
of Eurus rather than Zephyrus, as a wind more proper ta 
produce the found, and the other circumftance of hanging it on 
a high tree, all feem to favour this notion, which, if admicted, 
gives an added and appropriate beauty to the delicate 


original, 
SONG 


SONG of HAROLD the Valiant,* 


iG 
Y fhips to far Sicilia’s coaft 
Have row’d their rapid way, 
While in their van my well-man’d barque 
Spread wide her ftreamers gay. 
Arm’d on the poop, myfelf a hoft, 
I feem’d in glory’s orb to move—~ 
Ah, Harold! -check the empty boaft, 


A Ruffian maiden {corns thy love, 


N OT E. 


* The original of this Song is preferved in an old Icelandic 
Chronicle, called Knythinga Saga, It was tranflated by Bare 
THOLINUS into Latin, and from him into French by M. 
Ma tet in his Introduction al’ Hiftoire de Dannemarc. 
Vol. IL. Page 287. of the Northern Antiquities, taken from 
the above work, gives it in Englifh Profe under the title of 
an Ode of Haroun the Valiant. He was a Norwegian Prince 
in the middle of the eleventh century. See alfo five pieces 
of Runic Poetry publifhed by Dr. Percy. It was verfified 
with a view of being inferted in an Introduction to a pro- 
jected Edition of an Hiftory of Englifh Poetry (fee Memoirs 
of Gray, laft Edit. Vol. 1V. P. 143) and was meant to bea 
{pecimen of the firft Ballad (properly fo called) now extant 
of northern origin, 

To 
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To fight the foe, in early youth, 
I march’d to Drontheim’s field ; 

Numbers were theirs, but valour ours, 
Which fore’d that foe to yield. 

This right hand made their King a ghoft : 
His youthful blood now ftains the grove-—-— 

Ah, Harold! check the empty boaft, 


A Ruffian maiden {corns thy love. 


Itt. 
Rough was the fea, and rude the wind, 
And fcanty were my crew ; 
Billows on billows o’er our deck 
With frothy fury flew: 
Deep in our hold the waves were toft, 
Back to their bed each. wave we drove—s 
Ak, Harold! check the empty boatt, 


A Ruffian maiden {corns thy love, 


IV. 
What feat of hardihood fo bold 
But Harold wots it well ? 
T curb the fteed, I ftem the flood, 


I fight with falchion fell ; 


The oar I ply from coat to coaft, 
On ice with flying fkates I rové wey 
Ah, Harold! check the empty boat, 


A Ruffian maiden {corns thy love, 


Vy. 
Can fhe deny, the blooming maid, 
For fhe has heard the tale, 
When to the South my troops I led, 
The fortrefs to affail ? 
How, while my prowefs thinn’d the hoft, 
Fame bade the world each deed approve = 
fh, Harold! check the empty boaft, 


A Rufhan maiden {corns thy love, 


VI. 


On Norway’s cloud-cap’d mountains bred, 


Y 


Whofe fons are bow-men brave, 
I dar’d, a deed that peafants dread, 
To plow old Ocean’s wave ; 
By tempeft driven, by dangers croft, 
Thro’ wild, unpeopl’d climes to rove-s 
Ah, Harold! check the empty boaft, 


A Ruffian maiden {corns thy love. 


Fo it J 


S ON G. 


I. 
THIEN firft I dar’d by foft furprife 


To breathe my Love in Fuavra’s ear, 


I faw the mixt fenfations rife 

Of trembling joy, and pleafing fear 3 
Her cheek forgot its rofy hue, 
For what has Art with Love to do? 


¥. 
But foon the crimfon glow return’d, 
Ere half my Paflion was exprett, 

The eye that clos’d, the cheek that burn’d, 
The quiv’ring lip, the panting breaft 
Shew’d that fhe with’d or thought me true, 

For what has Art with Love to do? 


III. 
Ah! fpeak, Icry’d, thy fof affent : 
She ftrove to fpeak, fhe could but figh 5 
A glance, more heav’nly eloquent, 


Left language nothing to fupply. 


[- 142 ] 
She preft my hand with fervour new ; 


For what has Art with Love to do? 


LY. 


Ye practis’d Nymphs, who form your charms 


By Fafhion’s rules, enjoy your fkill ; 
Torment your Swains with falfe alarms, 

And, ere you cure, pretend to kill : 
Still, ftill your fex’s wiles purfue, 


Such tricks fhe leaves to Art and You, 


Nia 
Secure of Native powers to pleafe, 
My Fravia {corns all mean pretence $ 
Her form is elegance and eafe, 
Her foul is truth and innocence 3 
And thefe, O heartfelt extacy ! 


She gives to Honour, Love, and Me. 


Fuh 11, 1765. 


SAPPHO, 


A 


LYRICAL DRAMA 


IN THREE ACTS. 


Spirat adhuc amor, 
Vivuntque commiffi calores 
fEoliz fidibus Puella, 
Hor, Ode 9, Lib. 43 


PERSONS or tut DRAMA; 


SAPPHO, 

Puaon, 

AceEnor, anoble Sicilian, father to Doris, 
Doris. 

Lycioas in love with Doris. 
ARETHUSA, a Naiad. 


Statue of Hymen animated. 


SCENE SICILY, 


N. B. The types in the following pages are arranged 
in the manner of Metastartio’s Operas, Paris Edit. 1755, 
in order to diftinguifh the Airs, Duetts, &c. from the Recie 
tative. 


PRELIMINARY 
VENUS and CUPID defend or enter, 


CUPID. 
| Ries thy own Cyprus, Goddefs! on the wing 
~ Of duteous zeal I meet thee ; from the Ifle 
Where ev'ry gale breaths love, where ev’ry thade 
Weaves a clofe canopy for fond defire 
To revel in unfated; where each ftream, 
That leads its mazy filver thro’ the mead, 
Murmurs a ftrain of liguid minftrelfy 
Soft as the Dorian Lute. 
Ven. But not fo fweet | 
As Sappno’s Lefbian Lyre, and this to hear 
I now invite thee. .Come,. my Son, with me 
Receive harmonious incenfe from that Lyre; 
Hear the {weet fuppliant, and unite with mine 
Thy power (if Jove and his ftern fates permit) 
In aid of her diftrefs. 
Cup. Declare the caufe. 
Vor. Lf. K 


[ 46 J 
Ven. "Thou do remember, (for this penfile orl 

Has not as yet been circled by the fa 

With annual'radiance) fince we both were mafk’¢ 

Tn fhapes of mortal mould, and minded both 

To pafs the Cydnus,;- near the further bank 
There lay a rude and homely fifher boy 

Stretch’d on his rufh-wove float, with hook and line 
*Guiling the fifh that {cudded thro’ the ftream. 

We call’d him to us, and with willing {peed 

He left his lures and to the diftant fhore 

Gave us fafe waftage : with his manner pleas’d 

And unfchool’d curtecy, as:foon as landed, 

T ftood confeit the Goddefs ;. bade him afk 

What wond’rous boon he pleas’d, and my full power 
Should inftant grant it: the fond youth afk’d Beauty ; 
Beauty fupreme, to ftrike the dulleft fenfe, 
And melt the coldeft bofom..* 

Cup. True, he did, 

And ftill my recolleétion marks the change 
With pleafure mix’d with wonder; his brown forehead, 
Which the hot fun had parch’d and freckled o’er, 
Quick took a Parian polifh. His rude locks, 
That ftood in briftly tangles round his head, 
Now fmoothly flow’d in hyacinthine rings, 


Mantling 


C ata7 *) 

Mantling his neck and fhoulders ; downy erimfon 
Soft’ned his ruftic ruddinefs of cheek ; 

His eye glanced tendernefs ; his fmile breath’d love. 
Meanwhile the Graces at thy bidding came, 

And from their facred alabafter vafe, 

Shed that bleft unguent, which to all his limbs 
(Accordant to proportion’s faultlefs law) 

Gave new dimenfions, only feen before 


Tn fhapes of heav’nly frame —But to the tale. 


Vex. Chane’d as he was, the Youth repair’d to Lefbas, 


Where Sappuo faw, and, need I add, ador’d him. 
For, Cuprp, well thou know’ft, the tender foul, 
That Poefy infpires, is very wax 
To Beauty’s piercing ray: the blooming boy, 
More raptur’d with her lyre than with her form, 
Feign’d real paffion ; fwore eternal truth. 
Yet {carce the waning mo6n: had heard his vows, 
Ere all thofe vows were broke, and perjur’'d PHaon 
Parted for Sicily; where now he reigns 
lere like ourfelves, my Son, all-abfolute, 

Conauering each heart:he lifts, nor needs thy fthafts 
To aid his victories. 

Cup. But what of Sappno? 

Wen. Dilconfolate the fought the darkling grove, 
K2 


Where 


Where the lorn nightingale prick’d on her thors 


Wails to the lift’ning ftars, and join’d her plaint 
With kindred notes as fweetly querulous. 

And oft her hand would hang upon the trees 

Sad madrigals, the which my pitying doves 

Stole from the ftems and bore to PHaow’s eye, 
But all in vain: at length, to court my aid, 
Hither fhe bends her courfe.  Ew’n while I fpeak, 
I {py her glittering Bark: fee, o’er the waves 

It rides with fav’ring gale! Our place be now 
"The middle region, where enfhrin’d in clouds 


We'll hear the vot’ry and. accept her prayer. 
[They afcend.} 


N OT E. 


The above fcene is not ‘to ‘be confidered as effential to the 
Drama as it now ftands; it was written many years before as a 
firft fcene, when the Author intended to throw the ftory into 
the form of a Mafque; in- which a part only (and that a 
{mall one) was meant to be fet to Mufic. It is now inferted 
as a previous narrative of what is fabled concerning the caufe 
of Puaon’s fuperior beauty, (fee Elian, Var. Hift. B. 12.C, 18.) 
and therefore in the clofet may be read, by way of what 
our old Dramatifts called an Indugtion to the Drama itfelf, 
though not a neceffary part of it. 


SAPPHO. 


D Ay BP sPod.Q, 


so eG GE ecee 1 


ACT. I. SCENE L 


A Grove with a view open to the fea on one fide, and an 
elegant Temple dedicated to Venus on the other. While 
the Overture is performing, a fplendid Barge appears 
on the fea bearing Sappho and her attendants frome 
Lefoos 3 they land, and approach the Temple 3s when 
Sappho takes her Lyre from her principal attendant, and 

ftrikes it in accompanyment to her voice, 


SAPPHO. 

f MMORTAL Venus! power benign! 
From this thy gayly-glittering fhrine, 

Daughter of Jove, thy vot’ry hear ! 

O, fkill’d in each delufive art, 
That beft beguiles the love-lorn heart, 
Defend thy Sappno from defpair! 
Come with fuch willing hafte, 


As oft thou cam’t before, 


K 3 Wher 


seg 
When thy light car thy nimble fparrows bore 
Thro’ the ccerulian vaft. 


Forth from thy mighty Sire’s refulgent Hall 


oO 


7 


Swift on their little dufky wings they flew, 
Propitious to my call, 

And gave thee to my dazzell’d view. 
Raptur’d I mark’d each radiant grace, 
‘That beam’d in thy celeftial face ; 

I faw thee fmile; I heard thy tongue 

The foft-confoling ftrain prolong ; 

«¢ What from my power would Sappuo.claim? 
“‘ Who {corns thy flame? 

“¢ What wayward boy 

«« Difdains to yield thee joy for joy? 

*« Soon fhali he court the blifs he flies ; 

<« Soon beg the boon he now denies, 

« And, haft’ning back’to love and thee, 


«* Repay the wrong with extacy. 


> 


h, gentle Goddefs ! once again’ 
Repeat the foft confoling ftrain: 
My Queen, my patronefs, my friend, 


gain thy powerful influence lend ; 


Rel ieve 


Eeagt J 
Relieve me from thefe dire alarms, 
And give my PHaow to my arms !* 


{The Hymn ended, foe takes from another of her attendants 
two Doves, and with the reft of ber train enters the 


Lemple.} 
S°C E N’E® IL. 


AGENOR, DORTIS, 

Dor. In pity hear me! 

Ag. No, my foul’s refolved; 
I will not yield to this proud Lefbian youth 
Thy beauty, or my wealth. 

Dor. Nor do I hope it. 

Ag. Why then admit vain Px ao to thy bower? 

Der. In duty to:the Goddefs of this Fane, 
I muft admire the form fhe made fo fair; 
On whom fhe lavifh’d more enchanting grace 
Than deck’d her own Adonis, 

4g. And for this, 


Ev’n for the glofs and varnifh of complexion, 


NAQee Be 


*-This firft fcene is a free Tranflation of SaprHo’s Hymna 
to Venus preferved by Dionysius, 


K4 I 


(5) 
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Is virtuous Ly cipas,. with coy, difdain, 


The youth deferves thy love, and once pofleft:it. 
But mark my words; I led thee here to mark them. 
flo! at this Fane I fwear, not to furvive 
The day thou wed’ft with PHaon. 
Dor. Deareit Sire! 
Recall the word. 
Ag. Daughter, the vow is made; 
Jove, when he fwears by fable Styx, not binds 
His oath more firmly. | 
Dor. Wear me but 2 moment— 
Ag, Away—dilcard all duty—marry Poaon— 
Yet, in the hour of tranfport, Doris, know 
A Father’s death fhall turn thy blifs to woe. 
The furies from their Hell fhall ftart, 
And thunder to as ieee heart, 
That then thy Father died ; 
Shall dafh with guilt and fhame the hour, 
When Puaown to the nuptial bowe 
Leads thee, a willing bride, 
[Exit Agenor, 
SCENE 


SCENE Ill, 


DORIS. 
Tremendous threat! yet juftly given to her, 
Who, tho’ fhe knows the force of filial duty, 
Knows the dear tribute-due to faithful love ; 
To both: muftlive a debtor. Death alone 
Muf aid me. Crimes we ought, yet cannot, hate 
Are only cancell’d by the ftroke of Fate. 
Ye virgin fhades, relieved from pain, 
That in Elyfian vallies rove ! 
Ah! take me to your penfive train, 
Victims like me of hopelefs love ! 
Lead to the glades where, foftly flow, 
Oblivious Lethe fteals along : 
There let me joim your warbling woe, 
Or fighrefponfive to: your fong. 
[Exit Doris. 


SCENE IV. 


LYCIDAS, and afterwards SAPPHO, from the Temple. 


Lye. Stay, Nymph! fhe hears me not—or hearing 


flies me, 
Perchance 


[ 154 ] 
Perchance, to follow Puson. . O my fpear, 
That oft haft on the felon.wolf repaid 
His outrage on my. fold, prepaye thy point 
To quell a bafer robber! 

Sap. What is this? 

A youth of wild demeanor: yet, methinks, 
He has not long been thus. His eye, tho’ fir’d 
With rage, has yet a:tendernefs withal, 

That {peaks his bofom gentle. . Haplefe youth, 
Perhaps, the nymphvhe loves has been unkind ! 
What-if I queftion him? ftay, courteous fwain! 
A ftranger fues thy converfe. 

Lyc. Thouw’rt a woman ; 

I have forfworp the fex. 

Sap. °’Tis as I fear’d¢ 

Love'has done this; yet hear me, tho’ a woman, 

I never did thee wrong: in pity tell me 
Where Lefbian Puaon fojourns. 

Lyc. Puaon, fayft thou? 
O that this {pear were buried in his-breaft ! 


a 
oap 


ve 
4 


Venus forbid! what would thou murder 
PHAOoN? 
Lyc. I would, but dare not; left a deadlier frown 


From Doris fhould avenge the righteous blow. 


f rs] 


Sap. And loves he Doris? 


Lyc. That his trait’rous heart 
Can only tell: enough for:me to know, 
That Doris, won by his delufive wiles, 
Difdains my virtuous paflion. Gracious Gods ! 
Why fleeps your vengeance? why; at truth’s judt call, 
Does not deftru@tion’s bolt on falfehood fall? +* 
Is there not thunder in the fky ? 
Lightning, of pale and livid glare, 
Prepar’d the perjur’d breaft to tear, 
And prove that Juftice reigns on high? 
Fall then, dread meteors, from above! 
Ye whirlwinds rufhh; ye tempefts growl ; 
And wreck on Puaon’s impious foul, 
The fury of offended Jove! 
[Exit Lycidas. 


S.C PWE ry, 


S&A 'P “PVH OC: 
Ah,’ I have heard enough! ‘he loves another ; 
And fhe (as needs fhe muit; fo abfolute 
His beauty’s fov’reignty ) returns his paflion. 
I look’d for this 5 and. therefore did I bring, ° 
Lodg’d 
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Lodg’d in my bark, the veftments of a fhepherd, 


ge 


In thefe I'll veil my fex ; adieu my lyre! 
Tho’ fweeter than the harp, than gold more dear,* 
Awhile muft I refign thee; and inform 
The liquid languor of Sicilian reed 
To breathe as I infpire!. Yet.if the powers, 
That Phoobus gives me, like their Author prove, 
With this Pll woo; Vil win my rivals love. 
Parent of Harmony defcend! 
‘The Mufe’s and the Lover’s friend ; 
‘Thro’ melodies meand’ring tide 
Let fenfe and found united glide ; 
Link in thy fympathetic chain 
The tend’reft thought, the fofteft ftrain ; 
And lead the touching tones along 
‘Thro’ ev’ry melting mood of fong; 
So fhall the tuneful conteft prove, 


That Mufic rules the realms of Love. 


[ Bxit Sappho. 


NO T.&, 
# TNoAv oraxlisos acduyazAzolepa, 
Xpvow xovoolipa. 
Frag. Sapphtis ap. Demet, Phalereum, 
| SCE 


[ is7 ] 
$CENE VI" 
Changes to an enclofed lawn with a bower in the centre 
ornamented with feftoons of flowers. Enter 
PHAON. 
This is her bower; and this the time agreed. 
Doris was ever punctual to the moment ; 
Nay ev’n forewent tt: fhould the feil me now, 
My carelefs heart tells me it well could brook 
A longer abfence ; lovely as fhe is, 
And unenjoy’d, I feel already fated. 
Ah, rapt’rous SappHo! wherefore did I leave thee ¢ 
Thine was a foul of fre. Others ean love, 
But not like thee: this Doris owns a paflion; 
But thou alone couldft feel it: Joy in her, 
In thee was extacy. I left thy arms 
To gain frefh tafte for their fuperior charms. 
The bee, that roves round every field, 
And fips the balm that each beftows, 
For fweets, that common cowllips yield, 
Refigns the ne€tar of the rofe ; 
But, when the tranfient feaft is o’er, 
He feeks the rofe he left behind, 
And finds, in the forfaken flower, 


Both Neétar and Ambrofia join’d. 


[ 58 J 
But fee where Doris comes: health to my fair oriey 


And love, and tranfport! 


SC 


eo) 


N E . Vil. 


DORIS, PHAON. 
Dor. Rather fear, and torture; 
For thefe alone poffefs the heart of Doris. 
Pha. What? when I meet thee! when thy Poaon’s 
lips 
Print; on this hand, this fervent feal of love! 
Dor. . Forgoe the hand, that never muft-be thine ¢ 
A father’s frowns 
Pha. Weigh’d with his daughter’s {miles 
Are light as air to Poaon :.:fuch to thee 
Should be thofe frowns, when weigh’d with Pxaon’s love: 
Dor. If Puaon lov’d me with a worthy pafiion, 
He would not counfel thus. 
Pha. When filial duty 
Contends, as now it feems,. with faithful Love, 
One mutt be fcorn’d. 
Dor. But Dorts has’a heart, 
(And hence arifes all her mifery) 


That can {corn neither, 
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Pha: Then the love of Puaon 
Has not that force, that intereft in thy bofom; 
He once had caufe to hope. 

Dor. Cruel! it has ; 
Thou know’ it has; thou hear’ft it in my fighs 5 
Thou f{ee’ft it in my tears ; my voice declares it. 
Go with the pleas’d conviction, that thy charms 
Have made poor Doris wretched: place her name 
The laft} the lowlief in the fuff’ring lf, 
Thy beauty has enflav’d: let Lefbian Sappno 
Hold, as fhe ought, the higheft. 

Pha. jealouly, 
Not duty, there prompted the cold reproof. 

Dor. J meant not:to reprove thee; would to heav’ns 
That never from that SArpHo’s am’rous breatt, 
hy faith’had parted! then I had not feen thee, 
And had not been undone. No father’s frown 
(As now it does) had fpread confufion round me 3 
No virtuous lover mourn’d my cruelty. 

But, as itis, thy pity Limplore, 
Quitting thofe charms I ever muft adores 
*Tis duty, Puaon,: bids me fly 
he heav’n of fmiles, that decks thy face, 
And ev’ry more than mortal grace, 


That triumphs in thy eye. 
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Yet mem’ry ev’ry grace and {mile 
Shall hoard, as mifers do their ftoxe, 
And thefe, till life’s vain dream be o’er, 
My forrows fhall beguile. 


[Exit Doris. 
SCENE YViil 


PHAON. 

She goes, in hope I fhould purfue her ftep 
To her ftern father’s prefence; and, with prayer, 
And bended knees, and fupplicating hands, 
Implore a boon, that I can gain without it, 
No, Lefbian Poetefs! AroLLo’s daughter ! 
Puaon, whofe charms once freely won thy heart, 
Difdains the thought. And thou, bright Queen of Love! 
Who gav’ft me Beauty to {upport thy reign, 
Shalt find that gift was not beftow’d in vain, 

From fair to fair in ev’ry ifle, 

That lifts its forefts from the wave, 
J’ll rove, their beauties to inflave ; 
The coyly grave, 


The freely gay, 
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Shall each be victims to my {mile : 
I'll woo them all, perplex, beguile, 


Poflefs, and fling the toys away. 


Too long has woman wore the crown, 
And rul’d with love’s refiftlefs power : 
Tis time, that man fhould have his hour, 


To reign a tyrant in his turn. 


So fhall the fwains, that dayly figh 
With unavailing paffion true, 
In Puaon their avenger view, 


And hail his am’rous victory.* 


N OT E. 


* This air is meant to be fet en Rondeau, and the firft eight 
lines repeated, 


END OF THE FIRST ACT, 


Vor. III. 


2B ag ope Rea TY a HiSod TORR 
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ACT If... SCENE I. 


A Grove near the Houfe of Agenor. 


AGENOR, DORIS, LYCIDAS. 


Ag. Hence from my fight! or with repentant {peed 


Reftore thy heart to Ly cropas. 

Der. My hand, 
(’Tis all I can) I yield him. 

Ag. See, the Swain 
With virtuous pride difclaims it! 

Lyc. Not from pride, 
But grief, Acenor, I decline a gift, 
That Doris yields fo coldly. 

Dor. Take it, youth, 
And know, tho’ Pu-aon claims my adoration, 
He ne’er fhall be thy rival. If his charms 
Surpafs, (as fure they do) whate’er is human, 
May I not pay to him that tribute chafte, 
We give to bright ApoLLo? 

Lyc. But his heart, 
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Wayward and falfe; his bold licentious ton 
Does that befpeak divinity ? 
*Tis fuch as frights us in the Satyr troop, 
That follow Faunus, or the Cyclops rude, 
Which oft, at eve, from Etna’s burning womb 
Are feen to climb, and cool them on yon cliff, 
Carolling ftrains uncouth. 
Zyc. Or boldly daring, 
Like ruthlefs Polypheme, to lure the faith 
Of one more heav’nly fair than Galatea 
From one, as true as Acis. 
Dor. Happlefs youth ! 
Much do I pity thee, and much myfel 
Yet all I can, in offering here my hand, 
I give thee. Ah! my Father, check thy frowns. 
Ag. Away! my foul thy perfidy difowns, 
Fly to the Lefbian Traytor, fly! 
Forfake the Manfion of thy Sire: 
From fair Sicilia’s plains retire, 
And take an exile’s deftiny. 
The dower of penury and pine, 


Giv’n by a Father’s curfe; be thine! 


[ Agenor and Doris exeunt different ee 


LZ 


T eee ae 
ae 
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¢ CEN Bvt 


LY - CRD AS. 
Acernor, ftay! my heart releafes Doris 
From all her vows, fo thou forgiv’ft her crime. 
He hears me not. Ah, loft, loft Lycrpas! 
And, if he heard thee, could’ft thou yield the nymph 
To impious Puaon ? lov’d as thou hait been, 
Canft thou, reflecting on that love, refign 
That blifs to him, which fhould alone be thine? 
Ah! how the houts, on golden plume, 
Flew lightly o’er this fragrant fhade, 
Where, with my lovely Doris laid, 
I cropt the rofe, and woodbine’s bloom, 
To weave a garland for her head. 
O cruel change! the tempefts lour! 
The rofes droop, the woodbines fade? 
Falfehood and fraud have feiz’d the bower, 


And robb’d me of my darling maid! 
SCENE TH. 
LYCIDAS, SAPPHO (difguifed as a Shepherd} 


Sap. Shepherd, I kindly greet thee! 
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Lyc. Whence—what art thou ? 
Methinks I made acquaintance with thy face 
This morning near the Temple; but thy garb 
Then fpoke thee female. 

Sap. True; and fuchlam, 
A nymph of Lemnos. 

Lyc. Thy refplendent galley 
Glittering with ftreamers, and thy numerous train 
Befpoke thee noble, 

Sap. True; but what avails 
Or birth, or wealth, when love, when blifs is loft; 
When Puaon has deceiv’d me? 

Lye. Heav’ns! another 
Inthrall’d as Doris? 

Sap. Yes, and to releafe 
Doris from thraldom, to avenge myfelf 
And blaft his perfidy, I mafk me thus 
In man’s attire. Gondu& me {wift to Doris. 

Lyc. Ah! what will that avail? 

Sap. Know, gentle fwain, 
I boaft no vulgar fkill in minftrelfy, 
And mean by that to win her heart from Puaon, 
And make it mine. That done, from fuch a bond 
(My fex declar’d) thou thalt thyfelf reclaim 
That truant heart, and fix it thine for ever, 


L 3 


LA pulp TERR on. 
e 


ible! ye Gods, that I could hope it! 


O! the too madly doats on Puaon’s beauty 5 
Yet thou art beanteous too; and in thy eye 
and modeft tendernefs, 

WwW hich more, methinks, fhould move a virgin’s mind, 
Than Pu aon’s wanton glances. . 


Sap. Not on that 
Shall I depend, which had not power to keep 
My Puaon faithful; but my furer hope 
Springs from my foul, and its enchanting art ; 
Which, while it fooths, inflames each hearer’s heart. 

Whate’er of facred magic reigns 
In verfe and heav’n-born harmony, 
I mix in my melodious {trains : 
Apo..o hears me from his fky ; 
Thro’ Mufic’s maze he guides the fong, 
Obfequious to my tuneful all ; 
Now lifts the {welling founds along ; 
Now finks in a pathetic fall. 

Lye. Never till now did my rapt ear imbibe 
Such ftrains celeftial: the tun’d fpheres themfelves, 
That o’er our heads ring their immortal chime, 
To the bleft Gods give not more extacy, 


Than thou to Lycipas! It muft fucceed. 
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Come on, fweet Lemnian Syren; fwift [ll lead thee 


To the fair bower, which Doris haunts at noon. 


SCENE Iv. 


Changes to another part of the Grove, 


AGENOR, PHAON. 


Ag. The guilty ever fly from thofe they fear 5 
But I have found and, finding thee, command 
Thy quick departure: Sicily difdains 
To harbour falfehood. Vengeance here awaits 
Thy crimes. Begone, and by thy flight avoid 
Thy doom. 
Pha. Unconfcious of thofe crimes, old’ Man, 
Why fhould I fly? 
Ag. Thou haft feduc’d my daughter, 
Pha. have won 
Thy daughter’s heart, and, having won, will keep if. 
Acenor, know, I am no vulgar fuitor ! 
I own, what well may juitify my claim 
To nymphs, as rich as Doris. 
Ag. Wert thou wealthy 
Le 4 


[ 


As Lydian Creéfus, T would {cori thy fuit ; 
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I’ve given her to another. 
Pha. °Tisa grant, 
Which Parents have not in their power to gives 
Elfe why have I her heart? thou didf not give it, 
And yet ’tis mine. 
Ag. Infolent wretch! [ll hear 
No more. If the next rifing fun 
Beholds thee here, thy punifhment’s begun.. 
The rat’ling chain, the prifon’s gloom, 
Where adders hifs, and fcorpions fling, 
Villain, fhall be thy difmal doom ! 
There famine, on her raven wing, 
Shall hover o’er thy fainting head 5 
Till nature, fhrinking at the fight, 
Quenches the lamp of life and light, 
And gives thee to the perjur’d dead, 
[Exit Agenor, 


SC EN EX Vr 
PHAON. 


Sternly he threatens, and has power confeft 


To put thofe threats in practice. I will hafte 
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To Doris: prefs her, ere the mofning dawns, 
To fly with me to Cyprus. My trimm’d bark 
Already is unmoor’d; my fhip-mates ready 5 
And the breeze blows, as if it with’d to fpeed 
My am’rous theft, and fantify the deed. 

Fill’d with each wanton ze cet gale 

My nimble bark hall fpread its fail, 

And cut the wave with prow of gold; 
Around it’s keel young dolphins play; 
Triumphant tritons lead the way ; 

And laughing love the helm fhall hold. 

[Exit Phaon, 


SCENE Vi. 
Changes to the Bower of Doris, 


DORIS. 


Ye folitary fhades, once more receive 

Your love-lorn vifitant ! Let my poor limbs 

Fall on your fragrance! O that they might foon 
Sink into fleep eternal! that AGENOR 

Might find his daughter here, depriv’d of breath, 
And wipe from her pale brow the dews of death! 


QP 


Ye powers !.this load of life remove, 
Who gave the boon to be enjoy’d; 
Behold that boon a burthen prove! 
Behold your gen’rous aim deftroy’d! 
Change then to death your gift divine ; 
The gift that gladly I refign 


[Se reclines on the turf in a penfive attitude, 
SC EN ee 
LYCIDAS, SAPPHO, DoRIs. 


Lye. Heard ye that penfive ftrain? it was the voice 
Of Doris. See, reclin’d updn yon bed 
Of fragrant violets fhe fits and weeps! 
alten, I pray thee, and with fome foft air 
Chafe from her breaft the cloud of black defpair. 
LLycidas retires behind the Bower, BPS Sappho fits 
down at her feet, plays a paftoral fymphony on her 
reed and then fings. 
Sap. he youth, that gazes on thy charms, 
Rivals in blifs the Gods on high, 
Whole ear thy pleafing converfe warms, — 


Thy lovely {mile his eye. 


But trembling awe my bofom ‘heaves, 
When plac’d thofe heav’nly charms among 3 
The fight my voice of power bereaves, 

And chains my torpid tongue, 
Thro’ ev bi thrilling fibre flies 
The fubtle fame ; in dimnefs drear 


My eyes‘are veil’d; a murm’ring noife 


Glides tinkling thro’ my ear 5 


eath’s chilly dew my limbs o’erfpreads, 
Shiv’ring, convuls’d, I panting lye ; 


And pale, as is the flower that fades, 
I droop, I faint, I die!# 
Dor. Whoartthou, bright-ey’d fpirit ? for thofe ftrains 
Befpeak thee more than human. Tell me, which 
Of the tun’d fpheres thou guid’ft, and why hatt left 
The chiming orb to footh my mortal ear 


With thy celeftial warblings } 
SCENE Vil, 


PHAON. 


What do I fee? a Rival at her feet! 


N OT E. 


* This is meant to be a clofe Tranflation of the Fragment 


in LoNGINYS. 
: 
ic 
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He clafps her hand, devours it with his kiffes. 
Roufe thee, rafh fwain, and fland prepar’d to meet 
An injur’d lover’s fury ! 
[Lycidas rufoes from behind the bower.) 
Lye. Stand there firft, 
And meet the fury of that injured lover, 
Who firft has right of vengeance ! 
Pha. Him ve caught 
In am’rous dalliance; he fhall firft be punithed, 
Thee I can {corn at leifure. 
[He runs at Sappho, firikes her on the breaft, foe falls, 
Dor. Stay thee, PHaon. 
Ah me! the Shepherd fwoons. Good Lycipas 
] 


Prevent a deadlier blow. 


[Lyctdas feizes the Crook of Sappho, and frands before 


the bower to guard it, while Doris kneels and Jup- 
ports her. 
Zyc. Bafe murderer, paufe! 
In me behold a man, whofe firmer arm 
Is brac’d to meet thy prowefs, vile affafiin, 
I dare thee to the combat ! 
Pha. No, poor fhepherd, 
Thy heart enough is wounded! Hie the hence = 
My wrath fhall not aflift the fcorn of Doris ; 


Oy pil ba Be rg on 1 
Orit With the pang of unfuccefsful love, 
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Go bear away thy woes and quit the grove, 
Where the willows fkirt the brook, 
Go and weave a garland green, 
Leave thow there thy {trip and crook, 
Vent in tears thy jealous fpleen: 
Heave thou there thy laft fad figh, 
Drop into the ftream and die. 
Sap. Die didft thou fay? I hop’d I had been dead 3 
But death, like Poaon, has deceiv’d poor Sappuo. 
Dor. and Lyc. Sarrxuo! 
Pha. Jatt Heav’ns! it is, itis my SaPpPHo, 
And I have wounded her perhaps to death! 
Sap. Would to that Heav’n thou hadft! but thou 
may’ ft fill 
Atchieve the deed; behold this bruifed breaft ! 
O! with thy dagger give a kinder blow, 
And I fhall be at peace. 
. Pha. Q torture! torture! 


Where fhall I turn? how hide me from myfelf? 
SCENE Ix 


AGENOR. 
Whence fprings this tumult? need I afk the canfe; 
When that licentious wretch appears before me? 


But who the wounded fwain ? 
Dor, 


E a 


Dor. Wear, Sire, and wonder. 


] 


f 
Ls 


?Tis Lefbian Sapruo; fhe whofe tuneful fame— 
Sap. Ah! {pare the praife, or turn that praife to pity. 
Yes; pity her, whom fate ordained to prove 
The fharpeft pangs of agonizing love. 
O ! if thy aged heart can feel, 
Ev’n from that venerable eye 
My woes micht bid the tears to fteal, 
And not debafe its dignity. [Za Agenor, 
Ag. See, at thy call they freely flow ! 
Ag. Dor. Lyc. We all partake in SappuHo’s woe! 
Pha. ShallI, that forrow’s impious caufe, 
Not add my true repentant tear? 
Ag. Sap. Do. Traytor, avaunt! the vengeance fear, 
Lye. That on thy head thy falfehood draws ! 
Ag. Fly from his prefence, happlefs fair 
Fly to my hofpitable gate: 
Dor. ‘There let this breaft thy friendfhip fhare 3. 
Lye. ‘There let my zeal on both await. 
Pha. Shall I be bantfh’d from the grove, 
Deny’d my folly to atone? 
Ag. Sap. Pb. ( Such is the righteous doom of Jove! 
Dor. Lye. } So Juftice thunders from his throne ! 
[Lxeunt—Phaon on the oppofite fide. 
END OF THE SBCOND ACT. 


ACT 


ACT Ul. 


SCENE TL, 


af gloomy valley with caves and trees on one fides a 
fountain ifuing from arcek and forming a fiream on the 
other: the fea feen at the termination of the vale, and 
the moon jetting in the horizon. Sappho in her female 


habit comes out of one of the caves unattended. 


SAPPHO. 
The radiant Queen of night retires, 
And quits her filver car; 
The Pleiads veil their lambent fires, 
And ev’ry glittering ftar, 
That flam’d on midnight’s fable brow, 
Have ceas’d to tremble, and to glow. 
While, loft to Puaon love and joy, 
T heave the folitary figh: 
Still pants my wakeful heart, ftill weeps my wearied eye. 
[She reclings on a bank. 


Ah! 


SETTER Rit 
: ° 


[ 176 J 
Ah! come, ye balmy powers of fleep, 
Nor from my arms, like PHaon, roves 
O! bid my eyes forget to weep; 


Bid my fond heart forget to love.* 
SCENE IL 


A Joft fymphony, during which Sappho falls afleep and 
the Naiad Arethufa rifes from the fiream, feated in a 


foell, 


AR ET H U'S A: 
See! from her tranflucent bed 


Areruusa brings thee aid. 

Lo! fhe fprinkles on thy breaft 

Vial’d drops, by fingers chafte 
i ° 

Cull’d from the cerulian deeps, 


Where her coldeft chryftal fleeps 5 


NW OT £. 


* This accompanied Recitative and Air is a kind of patae 
phrafe of a little fragment of Sappuo’s, apud Hepheftionem. 
AZ dune uty o& osrava, 
Kas TlAsiades, prtoas 38 
Notes, Tope o Epyerd wpae® 
C 
Eyo 02 wove xnadsvow. 
See the Edition of Pinpar and other Lyric Poems by 
Hl. STEPHENS, 


Where 


or 
Where Alpheus dare not lave, 
To mix with her’s his amorous wave: 
Thrice I lift my virgin hand. 
Thrice I thed the vapors bland, 
To calm thy foul; while I declare 
The Council [ from Phoebus bear. 
Know, by my voice, he bids his vot’ry fly 
To where Leucate’s cliff o’erhangs the mains 
There fhall the try 
The laft, the dangerous remedy 
Of thofe, who love like her and love in vain. 
A voice divine proclaims thy cure; 
Hear, Sapruo, hear that voice divine! 
To Phoebus hafte with off’rings pure, 
And lay them on his holy fhrine: 
Then from Leucate’s frowning brow 
(Refolved to perifh or be free} 
Ruth to the wave that rolls below 
And welcome Death or Liberty, 
[ Arethufa defcends: 


Vor. IL, M SCENE 


Dae, 
S Ee N iB iey Eile 


SAPPHO (awaking.) 
What do I hear? I’ll try the defperate leap. 
Naiad, I thank thee. In thy friendly fount 
I drop thefe tears of pious gratitude. 
Yes, ’tis refolv’d; ev’n now I mount the rock. 
Bold Fancy bears me to it’s lofty fummit ; 


Now hurls me headlong. Countlefs fathoms deep 


I fall! the clear blue wave receives me. O how cold ! 
Yet grateful. Quickly will it quench the flame, 
That thus confumes my heart. Phoebus, I come— 


Ah! who arrefts my ftep? 
SCENE IV. 


P H-AJO-N,. SsAs oe 

Sap. ‘Traitor to love ; 
To honour; to the Gods! abjur’d of Heav’n, 
Avoid my prefence! 

Pha. If repentant tears, 
And fighs that rend the heart, from whence they {pring, 
Can plead forgivenefs, SaprHo, hear them plead. 

Sap. Yes; fo he look’d. The fable-fringed lids 
Of 


[ 179 | 
OF his falfe eyes thus veil’d their liquid luftre, 
With modeft fhamefac’dnefs, when firft he woo’d me. 
Look thus on Doris, bafe one! Sappuo towers 
Above thy wiles. The God, the God infpires me! 
He calls me to Leucate. Dread Apollo, 
I hear, and I obey thy awful call. 
Pha. Hah! to Leucate! 
Sap. Yes, to that fam’d cliff, 
Whence, dafhing down into the whelming furge, 
1’ll die—or live to hate thee. 
Pha. My heart’s Idol, 
Forgoe this frenzy ! 
Sap. Say, that it were frenzy ; 
The wrongs, that thou haft heap’d on this poor brain, 
Would juftify the deed: but ’tis not frenzy ; 
?Tis infpiration. From yon ftream it rofe, 
In a cerulian robe of Heav’n’s own tin@ture. 
Naiad! I faw thee rife; I heard thee {peak : 
Thou bad’ft me fly to Liberty, or Death. 
Pha. Fly rather to thefe arms, to life, to love! 
Sap.- Cruel! It was thy arm, that gave the blow, 
Which makes life loathfome. 
Pha. ”Twas the blow of error. 


Sap. Away; I will not parley with thy falfehood. 


M 2 Pha. 


Pha. 


Pha. 


Sap. 


Pha. 
Sap. 


Pha. 


Sap. 


Pha. 


Sap. 
Pha. and Sap. 


c 
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Behold me kneel ! 
Sap. Repentance comes too late. 


Rife, Traytor, rife! my choice is fixt as fate, 


O! let this tender tear, 
Contrition’s pureft dew, 
My Sappho’s pity move. 
No! my intenfe defpair 
Here fighs a long adieu 
To Puaon, and to Love 
I go— 
Yet hear— 
I go 
To fteep Leucate’s brow. 
I fly from fraud and thee. 
Yet flay— 
Deceiver! no. 
The rolling waves below 
Involve my deftiny. 
Let Love his fofteft ftrains employ, 
To call thee back to him and joy. 
In vain; we part to meet no more—= 
What agony fevere! 
Fate has no fharper. pang in ftore 
The love-lorn breaft to tear. 
[ Exeunt-—everally 
SCENE 


[ 8: J 
SC £ NEV; 


Changes to the Temple of Hymen with the Priefts of the 
God ftanding before the Altar. 


AGENOR, DORIS, LYCIDAS. 


Ag. Dorts, tho’ now the nuptial Altar flames, 
My bleffing paufes. 
Dor. Why, my gracious Father, 
When my repentant foul with truth returns 
To filial duty, and to faithful love? 
4g. Does Lycrpas forgive thee? 
Lyc. Truft me, Sire, 
Like fummer ftorms, her frowns, my fears are patt, 
And mutual love fhines brighter from the blatt. 
When hail defcends in pearly fhower, 
The linnet neftling in the fhade, 
Hides with its wing its drooping head, 
Nor tunes the fprightly lay. 
But foon the fun’s enlivening power 
Difpells the cold; that chill’d the plain ; 
And foon the linnet haftes again 
To warble on it’s fpray. 
M 3 


Dor. Dear Lycrpas! that jocund ftrain befpeaks 
A heart completely cut’d of jealous fear ; 
Nor fhall that baneful guett, 
Wak’d by my. falfehood, more invade thy breaft. 
When beauty, void of faith and truth, 


5 


Beguil’d my wand’ring eye, 
This penfive heart, Ah! gentle youth, 
. Could only heave and figh. 
It did not love, it but admir’d ; 
For love’s allied to {miles and joy : 
But now, by thy fair virtue fir’d, 
It glows with ecftafy. 
4g. Enough! enough! now did the voice of fate 
all old AcENor to the darkling tomb, 
Where fleep his Anceftors, truft me, my children, 
The fummons were right welcome. © But he lives 
To blefs you both, and take from you the bleffing, 
Which dear obfervance of your mutual love, 
Now fheds in ftreams of joy on his grey hair. 


Hafte, Holy Men, the facrifice prepare. 
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Pour libations. on the fhrine : 
Wake the pipe, the lute,.the lyre 
Let the loudly-warbling .choir 


In harmonious chorus join. 


Doris 


Call the God, that gives-defire 
Lycidas 


Lawful right his joys to fhare. 
Agenor. Bid him warm this willing pair 
With his torch of pureft fire. 
Chorus. oly Hymen,: thou alone 
Giv’ft to faith and conftancy 
Fair fruition’s laftine crown, 


Years of unpolluted joy. 
$.C E:N-E ..VI, 
PHA OWN enters. to. them 


Ag. Ah, whence that ftep ! what wretch difturbs our 
rites ? | 
Lye. Gods! does the Lefbian Traytor dare infult 
Chafte Hymen with his prefence ? 
Ag. Hence! far hence; 
Thou moft profane of that inconftant tribe, 
Whom Hymen holds accurft. 
M 4 
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Dor. Hence, on thy life, 


And dread the God’s juft vengeance, 
Pha. Well I know, 
I merit all -his vengeance; death befits 
‘The wretch, who murder’d Sappuo. 
Dor, Sapruo murder’d? 
Lyc. And by thy impious hand? 
Pha. My hand is guiltlefs ; 
Nor is fhe dead. But know, the flies to Death, 
And finds him at Leucate. 
Ag. Dread refolve ! 
Zyc. Learn, Doris, learn to what dire deeds defpair 
Can drive a flighted lover. 
4g. Was this act 
Fier own, or did fome Deity infpire it ? 
Pha. She talk’d of vifions from Apollo fent, 
Of fome ftrange Naiad, who proclaim’d his mandate 3 
et {ure ’twas phrenzy all, and caus’d by me: 
I therefore murder’d Sappuo. 
Lyc. Sure thou didft. 
Think, what a victim to thy falfehood falls! 
Ag. She was the very foul of Poefy ; 
Form’d by Apollo’s felf: her tuneful frame 
Was the rich lyre, whence all his rapture flow’d. 
Dor. 


fats" 3 

Dor. Nor more attun’d to Poefy, than Love: 
Each note fhe breath’d was melting, as the voice 
Of Venus when fhe wept Adonis dead. 

Pha. And had I died before her; died while faithful, 
Her lays had crown’d me with that fhepherd’s fame. 

4g. Go then, difloyal youth, and mourn thy bafenefs; 
Away to chearlefs folitude, 

Pha. Y¥mean it. 

Dor. Bear not to other nymphs thy foft deceits, 
Thy winning geftures, thy delufive fimiles. 

Lyc. Nor hope, as here thou didft, to part two hearts, 
Which virtue firft united, 

Ag. Learn, that beauty, 
Were it as bright as gilds Hyperion’s cheek, 
Save when its bloom infhrines a virtuous heart, 
Is only {plendid mifery. 

Pha. 'This, and more 
I patiently can bear. Mix with reproof 
Your fharpeft taunts, Pll yet endure them all; 
For I deferve them all. Yes, to fome cave, 
Which never chearing fun-beam piere’d, Vil fly: 


There live forlorn; there unlamented die. 


Hail, horrors, hail! I come, I come! 
Ye caves, o’erhung with favage thorn, 
Receive me to your haunts forlorn, 
A fad a filent gueft ; 
Fling round my head your darkeft gloom, 
And hide me in that living tomb, 
Where anguifh exiles reft. 
[Exit Phaon. 
Ag. Behold his fate, and tremble, ye that dare 


To break thofe chafte and fan&timonious vows, 
This Deity approves. But fee, what light 
Sudden and dazzling fparkles from his fymbol! 
Behold ! it moves; it fhakes its faffron robe ; 
In gentle guife it waves its lambent torch ; 
Tt fpeaks. 

[The Statue of Hymen during this /peech appears animated 


by desrees, and then utters the follovsing words in ac- 
yy ag i 
companied Recitative. | 


Mortals ! to you ’tis given to view, 

In bright ideal portraiture, the fcene 
o 

Now pafline at Leucate; “hark it well 
pasins , 


And ftamp the awful moral on your fouls. 
d 


SCENE 


>C EN E. VIL 


Lhe Priefts of Hymen haften fromthe Altar and Join the 
other perfonages on the front of the fiage s the Temple, 
Statue, Oc. vanifbes inftantly under a change of fcenes 
which reprefents the Promontary of Leucate. The 
portico of a magnificent Temple dedicated to Apollo is 
Jeen in perfpeGive on one fide 3 out of which.the Priefts 
ofthe God come in folemn proceffion, followed by Sappho and 
her attendants: a flow pathetic march is played during 
the time... Iwo Orchefiras are fuppofed to be neceffary 
in the final Chorus, and one behind the fcene at firft. 


SAP.P HO. 

Here paufe awhile! be mute, ; 
Ye warblers, that infpire the Dorian flute, 
While Sappuo, once the fav’rite of the Nine, 
Nay, if fame bids her not too high afpire, 
Their tuneful fitter, to the radiant fhrine 
Of this her patron God, perchance her fire, 
Devotes this inftrument divine. 

[She hangs her Lyre on one of the Pillars. 
Lo! on this column’s Parian height 
I hang the glittering freight: 
And hear, ye Priefts, with reverence hear 
This verfe infcriptive, by my voice decreed 


Memorial of my dying deed. 
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“ To Him, that did infpire, 


*« SaprHo to Phoebus confecrates her Lyre. 
és Whit fuits with SappHo, Phoebus, fuits with thee ; 
«« The gift, the giver, and the God agree.” # 
This off’ring made, my faithful virgin train, 
Take ye my laft adieu, and from my fate 
Learn to diftruft falfe man, if not to hate. 
[ She afcends the rock.) 
‘Tremendous Rock! I mount thee now ; 
And now I reach thy dreadful brow. 
O giddy brain fupport the fight ! 
See, how the furge, as black as night, 
Rolls horribly -elow ! 
It rolis—fad folace to. defpair, 
t’s awful murmurs ftrike my ear. 
I faint—I tremble—Powers on high, 
Ah! haften from your fky : 
Catch from perdition this devoted head. 
Does Zephyr fleep? will Cupid bring 
No foft, no tutelary wing 


To waft me to my watry bed? 


NOT &E. 


* This infcription is borrowed from Mr, Porr’s Tranfia- 
tion of Ovid’s Epiftle on the fubje&, His verfion was too 
perfec to admit any attempt at another. 


Hear, 
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Hear, God of Love, ’tis Saprxo calls! 


Dread Deity! ’tis Sappuo falls, 


[ She throws herfelf from the rocks @ clap of thunder is 
heard, and a fwan is feen rifing from the fea, and 
afcending to the clouds. j 


Concluding CHORUS, with both Orcheftran 


PRIESTS of APOLLO, HYMEN, AGENOR, &c, 
Great Jove himfelf arrefts her fate ! 
Hail, prodigy divine! 
She foars a fwan in plumy ftate ;' 
To Jove fhe foars, to claim’ 
In Heav’n a refidence divine, | 


On Earth immortal fame. , 
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ARGENTILE ann CURAN. 


As Ct “Tic, SC Buy. 


The creat hall in the Caftle of Whithy. Enter a Solemn 
procefion of the Prior, Monks, and Sifterhood of St. 
Hilda’ s Abbey, before King Adelbright, who is borne 
an a chair of fate, fick; King Edel, the Princefs 
Argentile, Lord Ofwald, and other Courtiers attend 
ange Lhe Monks aud Nuns fing the following dirge : 

CHORUS. 
f OLY Hitpa! hear, and aid, 
While,. our aged Kine we bear, 
= 
To thy thrine, thou fainted Maid, 
Hiipa holy aid, and hear ! 
A Monk. He, whofe head a crown invefted, 
Bows to thee that dying head ; 
Be his truth in Heav’n atteited, 
Holy Hitpa hear, and aid! * 
NOT £, ; 
* The laft line repeated in Chorus in every fubfequent Stanza. 
Vor. HI, . N A Nun, 
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.  & Nun. He, whofe hands.a fceptre wieldedy 


Lifts to thee thofe hands in pray’r $ 
Be his foul from danger shielded, 
Firi‘pa holy aid, and hear ! ! 
Pricr. Faith doth lead him to thy altar, 
There his languid limbs to {pread, 
If in prayerchis accerits falter, 
Holy Hirpa hear, and-aid! 
A Monk, Wak to Heav’n each faint petition 
In feraphic accents-clear ; 
Pleas’d perform that bleft:commiffion ; 
Hitpa holy aid; and hear! 
4 Nun. And, when Death fhall free his {pirit, 
Snatch it from the furnace red 3 
Bid it endlefs blifs inherit ; 
Holy Hitpa hear, «and aid! 

[The dirge ended, King Adelbright is brought forward 
to the middle of the flage.] 
ADEBBRIGH TF. 

Yet bear me forward; now fetdown your-burthen 
And ftand, I pray ye, from mes that the air 
Have readier paflage to my labouring breatt. 
Ed. How fares our-brother now ! 
4d. In footh, King Eps, 


f 


That oft has quell’d a ftouter ;. fome 


And he will chill what little 


In thefe lank veins. 


Thou ne’ér 


My gentle Ancentine,; thy Father, chil 
Is going but to where his went before him, 
And whither thou, and all, when Heav’n fo wills, 
Mutt follow him; yet goes he fall of days, 
‘ull of, what 


Calls, honour ; 
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Death lays that iron mace upon this fhotldé¢ 


Nay, do not weep, my -fweet 


this oft-mifdeeming world 


yet, if honour’d falfe, I tru% 


Still unreproach’d; for fo his confcience whifpers, 
a voice as foothing as the found 

Of this {weet minftrelfy : Do not then weep. 

For tho’ thy Father leaves thee, ARGENTILE ; 
N ot fatherlefs he leaves thee; truft me; aor 


While this good man, our kingly: br 


wilt want a father... 


Ed. By the rood 


There borne, that hallow’d rood 


[ Pointing to one of the Crofes borne in the ia: on. 


4d. No oath, King Ep rny 


’T were here {worn-needleGsly's conldi thou be falle, 
As fure thou canft not in fome lighter caufe; 


This, in itfelf, bears its own. pledge.of faith. 
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For ARGENTILE is Of that courteous kind, 


So all made up of dove-like gentlenefs, 
The verieft churl, if brib’d to do her wrong, 
Would inly yearn, and, his remorfeful heart 
urn truant to his purpofe.—Stll thou weep’it— 
[Zo Argentile.}- 

Arg. That do I, Sir, and muft; yet not from fear 
(I truft my uncle gives my words belief) 
That he fhould treat me (you Sir with the bleft) 
Other than-kindly; yet I weep, and muft, 
To fee, what fhortly I muft fee no more, 
A father, fondeft of all fathers, give 
His dying moments to his daughter’s weal, 
And muft I lofe him? Heav’n! 

Ad. Such is Heav’n’s will ; 
And, to its high and uncontroll’d behefts, 
Let all like me give the proftration mee 
Of heart, as well as head... Yet will I own 
(Had it fo pleas’d the giver of all, good) 
¥ could have wifhed, or e’er I left thee, child... 
To have afixt, with my own hand, the fignet 
Unto that nuptial.treaty which configns thee 
To Denmark’s youthful heir ; this to confirm 
Ev’n now an embafly is on, the feas, 


If not within our ports. 


[ 997 J 

Arg. In lucklefs time 
Surely it comes ; is this a time to think 
Of love, or marriage? | 

4d, DearefttUI ARGENTILE, 
Pray thee forbear to interrupt my fpeech ; 
Words now are precious tome. With thee, Brother, 
I leave this weighty bufinefs. Be it thine 
To fee our Daughter, with the royal dower 
That I have left, wedded to Denmark’s heir. 
To which, if, on thy part, it fhall thee pleafe 
To add fuch feoffs as may befeem the worth 
Of fair Deira, reign thou then fole King 
Of all Northumberland; and fhe, with dower 
‘Thus amplified by thee, fhall hence to Denmark. 
But, if thou mak’ft election ftill to rule 
With {way united, we do truft the Dane, 
If fame belies not his fair qualities, 
Will prove to thee a fon, his Queen thy daughter's 
So fhall, in both; the lofs be recompens’d 
Of us thy loving Brother. 

Ed. ADELBRIGHT, 
So mercy fhield mé as I ret well-pleas’d 
With this fweet Princefs, and the toyal Dane, 
Jointly to rule Bernicia, and Déira, 


N 3 
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We like it well; and in full proof we do, 


wage, to thy hands we truft this peerlefs gem, 


Soul of cur foul; our gentle ARGENTILE. 


= 


Now let her kneel before me, while thefe palms 
On her dear head feal my laft bleffing. <« Hear 
«« Thou Virgin pure! hear, Queen of higheft Heav’n, 
«« A father’s earneft prayer’! O blefs my child 
*« With length of days, and not one day be dimm’d 
«© With lack of honour! may the realm fhe rules, 
‘In right of me, be bleft, and fhe by it; 
‘* Ev’n by th’ allegiance of a well-rul’d people !— 
or of Whitby, now, all that remain’d 
Of worldly care is finifh’ d; what few hours 
Of life are left to Heav’n we confecrate, 
And holy rites; bear me, my chamberlains, 
Unto the Abbey. ArcenTiLe, King Eper, 
Oswatp attend us to the chauntry fteps ; 
And there farewell; then, at St. Hripa’s fhrine, 
Thefe holy men fhall fpread my dying limbs, 
And fing my requiem; for, at that high fhrine, 
Old ApeLBRiIGuHT doth wih to breathe his laft. 
[Exeunt the King borne, Edel, Sc. attending the 
Choir repeating the Dirge. 
Manent 
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 Manent. two LORDS.. 
F, Lord. Go, and Heay’n’s holieft band of Saints 
receive thee! ai 
Go, for the goodlieft piece of Majefty 
That ever bleft Déira... Yet, methinks, 
Old as thou art, thou doft too haftily 
Make this, devotement of thy foul to Heav’n. 
Had I been thee, ev’n to life’s lateft gafp 
This a& had been delay’d, however holy ; 
If, by fuch lett, fair ARGENTILE might rain 
A farer tenure in her father’s rights 
Than lip-fecurity., 
S. Lord. Do others alfo 
Nourifh fufpicious doubts? befhrew me, Lord, 
But I was giv’n to hope the yellow fiend 
Haunted me fingly ; nay, was. prompt to chide 
My brain for giving the bafe inmate harbour. 
F. Lord. Nay, my good, Lord, fufpicions like to thine 
Be but too rife; a mean.clerk he muft be, | 
Who cannot fpell fo much.i’th’ page of man 
As may. afford him fcope to comment grofsly 
On, Epgx’s late demeanor.;\and,,, from, thence, 
To frame {ad forecah of what foon may turn 
T'o.this poor realm’s mifhap. This he may do 
And be no prophet neither. 


N 4, 5. Lord. 


ao 


S. Lord. Certes, Sir, 
Since good King ADELBRICHT took to his chamber, +. 
Fiis Brother, vetted. with the double purple, 
Did teach that robe to puff and fwell about him 
Ev’n to a tyrant fize—-But, fee; here comes 
Lord Oswaxp, and his honeft eye doth borrow 
Enough of the hawk’s keennefs, I not ‘doubt, 
To fee as. far-as we do, happly further, 
In this black profpect... Health to noble Oswaxp'! 
Enter OS WALD. 
O/w. Now mercy fhield me; friends, from fo much 
fhriving. 
What with their vigils, penances, and bead-work, 
hefe Priefts have worn out our old Mafter fooner 


Than he that made him meant., Call a Phyfician, 


Your body, he, good leach, refts fatisfied. 
But, if you truft a Monk with-your foul’s cure, 
Truft me, not foul alone but-body pays for it: 
f, Lord. Shrewdly remark’d ;-but fay, my noble Lord, 
How left ye the good King? 
Ofw. Ev’n as I tell you 
O’erdone with fan&tity... Haft thou ne’er feen 
A ficed of generous blood, when over-weighted, 


Lae 


— 


i 


Lag e’er his lateft flage, which, but for that, ° 
Had-paced with {pirit to his journey’s end, 
And neigh’d at his ungirthing. -Sirs, Pleft him; 
Juft where he bade us, atthe chauntry iteps; 
The lovely Princefs,.over-charg’d. with grief, 
Was led.in private, thro’ the garden poftern, 
Back to the caftle by her now ftep-father. 
Pray Heav’n, his fex may make him {cape the proverb. 

S. Lord. That little word, good Earl, which now you 

drop 

Gives us to think your fears do fquare with ours, 
Ev’n but too nicely. 

Ofw. What; for quoting ye 
A thread-bare proverb! ‘Toth a pleafant jeft. 
What are all fiep-things curf! my gallants twain, 
I find my tongue muft wear a clofer curb 
Whene’er I let it amble'in your purliets. 

S. Lord..'There is no need: 

fu. Nay, be.there need,. or not, 

I fcarce fhall have the caution. I have ever 

iv’n forth my free thoughts freely, and am now 
Too old for clofer training. Take then, Sire, 
My mind unmafk’d. Ido indeed diftratt 
Our now fole Mafter, with a phlegm as fixt, 
As.e’er a fubject did, 


F. Lord. 
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F. Lord. And I. 
S. Lord. And {, 
Ofw. And many more, I truft, right honeft men 
Not prefent at our parley ; for myfelf 
Thus far conceive me, I thall cl lofely watch 
King Epev’ "haviour; and, if I perceive 
From his bleak quarter comes that blighting wind 
May nip the blo ffom’d hopes of ARGENTILE, 
Vl be that broad old oak fhall thield them from it. 
F. Lord. So doing, noble Oswa op, thou wilt prove 
‘Thou hold’ft the memory of our good old Mafter 
As dear, as, when alive, thou held’ft his perfon. 
Ofw. My friends, I lov’d my good King fervently : 
Thefe falt tears Speak it, for they courfe down cheeks 
Not wont to find th er channels, but at times 
When the moift dew b becomes them. Nature made me 
Of her mixt metal, but I truft no bafe one, 
Much more of fte el, than filver; ‘yet of th 
Enou gh for honeft phancy ; but nog 
To fpin me out, as wire, juft as you Jif. 
For tho’ you fee me now like very wax, 
Yet, &rive to mould me toa traytor fhape, 
PU break before I bend; thus of himfelf 
Old OSwAL p boafts, and, tho’ himfelf’s the boafter, 
He wrongs him that miftrufts him. Sirs, farewell. 


SCENE 


Edel leading in the Princefs Argentite. 


| EDEL. 

ee of tears, fair ARGENTILE, enough. 

| vor If fo, I fear me that the fmiles will come 
Full tardily, which my parental fondnefs 
Shall hourly plead for. | 

Arg. Gratitude, good 1 uncle, 
Can dwell with forrow. Nay, in that fame eye, 
Where fhe fits bath’d in tears, can dart a gleam 
Will brighten all the face as it were joy, 
And yet keep weeping fill. i ve mark’d it oft 
In many a forrowing maid, whom T have cheer'd, 


And wept to fee it fo, and that too cheer’d them. 


Pleafe you, my Lord, Pil to my chamber ; there 


Kind Epirua will give t that comfort to me, 


Which grief beft loves, a figh of fympathy. 


Changes to a-ftate apartment in the Caftle, enter King 


. Never enough, my Lord, when fuch the caufe, 


[Exct Argentile 1 


Ea, 
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Ed. (folus) I much fafp 


Young as fhe is, and furely all unredde . 


9) 


& me this fame fimple maid, 


In the world’s craft, doth nourifh doubts within her 

Touching my tendernefs ; why, be it fo; 

I muft not for the pulings of a girl 

Forgoe my heart’s high purpofe; how now Ufher2 
Enter an USHER, 

Uf. The Prior comes, and craves admittance, Sire: 
Ed. Admit him, and, as thou doft dread our frown, 
Ward off whate’er may interupt our converfe. ‘{ Exit User. 

Enter the P RT OOREE Vesa - 
How fares our Brother now? 
vi. He feems, my Sov’reign, 

‘To death no nearer now, than fome hours paft, 
Perchance, or days. He thought, as he approach’d 
St. Hripa’s fhrine, a genial heat {pread o’er him 
Which cheer’d him much; whether the hidden powers : 
Salubrious, that in thofe chafte réliquées dwell, 
(For many haye they heal’d) or whether nature, 
Struggling within, had gain’d fome little *vantape= 

Ed. I pray thee, Prior, {pare me thy furmilés. : 
Thou fayeft he lives, think’f thou it poffible 
He fhould live long? 

Pri. That Heav’n’s high Queen beft knows + 


Yet, if he fhould, his vital force fo fpent; 


Tt were a miracle,and ought to bring 
No vulgar off’rings to our hallow’d fhrine. 
Ed,..F rue to his-trade; I find the greedy. Prieft 


? 


Looks out for more oblations. I have means 


Surer than thefe to wind him to my purpofe. .( Afde. 
y;parp 


But giye me, holy man, thy very thought 


Touching the nature of his malady. 


Pris Tis feated in his breaft ; for lack of fpring, 


His lungs play heavily. 
., 2d. Wath fach an ailment, 
Many have ftruggled long. 
Pri. And fo may he ; 

But the thick air, breath?d,in this peopled. towns: 
Js poifon in his.cafe: _The,cold denfe fogs, 
We borrow from the fea, our briny neighbour, 
Alike augments his.danger);;.were he mov’d 
To fome wide inland vale 

Ed. We know thy meaning, 
And much approve it ;. but we fear,. if helpt 
By fuch removal, he will ne’er be cur’d, 


Nor fit.again to fleer the helm of State. 


Pri. That, good my Liege, he,will not. Other care: 


Of weightieft import to his after peace, 
Have long poffeft him ;, I, .and_all that, with 


Weal to his better part can never hope it. 
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Ed. Good man! I think thow dof not. 
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Pii. No, my-Sov’reign, 
Your younger hands; helpt by your bolder head, 
Will abler rein a.nation, fo ftiff-neck’d 
As this, that Providence now bids you rule: 
Ed. Weknow not that; we know but our good méaning, 
Not our ability... But this we know 
‘That, tho’ our Brother was in very deed 
A nurfing father to our holy church; 
We will not be behind him in‘that duty. 
Nay we will foon fhew this by one bold act 
Which he, from feeblenefs of {pirit, fail’d in. 
Pri. Asthow, my Liege? ' , roma! 
Ed. Mark°well my words, ‘good Prior, « 2!) s¢ > 
Thou know’ ft the Prelate proud*of Canterbury. i 
Doth hold a jurifdiction in thefe-realms,. 
Which, as of right; pertains to'the See of York.. 
Pri. I know, and much lament it gracious Sir. 
Ed. The Pope: doth. favour Canterbury’s claim, 
And mitred° York fubmits to his*behefts;: «< we cs uh 
So did our Brother too; but Epex.-feorns:.. © uf 
Such mean fubmiffion, ‘and will foon depofe 
York’s recreant Bifhop, and his paftoral ftaff, 


With ample powers.o’er all Northumberland, © 


Give to thy furer grafp. 


Pri. Your humble bead{man 
Is bound, for aye, to crook his aged knee— 
Not that I with—to the high tafk unequal, 
Such proud advancement.’ What befits the weal 
Of holy church; you, andthe faints beft know. 

“BdeOFf this‘enough at prefent. To thy care 
We truft our Brother. *But of this take. heed, 
That none approach him, fave thyfelf, and thole 
Thou miay’ft fecurely truft..,, Spread, too the, rumour 
That he is dead, and, after fitting, {paces 
Announce his burial; he himfelf did chufe 
Private interment this will give it credit. 
To-morrow, if thou find’ft his health fiil better, 
Give me the news.» We then will take thy, council 
Touching his change of place. 

Pri. What if, my Liege; 
"The better.to relieve both foul and body, 
We lead him to religious folitude ; 
His frameiof mind will meet us in that matters..." 
Ed. It may be well; we'll {peak of that hereafter, 

But know at prefent this 3 each pious art, 

That makes of him acfaint, makes me thy friend. 
Enter: USHER. 


How now? did we not will.we fhould be private? 


Uy. 
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Uf. Sewouin, Ambaflador from, Royal Derimark; 


emands an audience. 
Ed. He doth come full foon: 
Yet am I now prepar’d to give hii audience, 
Admit the Danee Parror good fpeed'to thee. 
f Exzt Pricr.] 


[King Edel feats bimfelf in a Chair of State's a feort 
fourif of trumpets. Enter Sewold betaween tava Hes: 
ralds bearing on their breafts for device the Danifp 


raven. Prince Curan in di ifoucfe enters with the refi 
of the train. } 


EDEL. 
My Lord Ambaflador we greet you well. 
Yet, e’er ye open your commiffion to-us, 
(Of which we wot the purport) it behoves us 
To tell you, what the cloud upon our brow 
Speaks but too plain, our Royal. Brother’s dead. 
Sew. Landing, dread Sir, news met us of his ficknefs. 
Ed. That ficknefs was death’s harbinger: This known, 
We need not. add you come in lucklefs. time; 
A time, which neither from the piercing erief 
That rends our foul, nor, for.the me et refpe& 
We owe his obfeguies, will fuffer us 
To turn unto that bufinefs, which from Denmark 
Ye have in charge, 
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Sew. Due decency forbid, | 
Much as my Sov’reign wifhes to complete 
The treaty, that his Envoy fhould, with hatte 
Unfeemly, prefs it. If it pleafe your Highnef, 
We patiently will fojourn here fome days, 
And wait the fit occafion. Meanwhile, Sir, 
Think me not rude, if I requeft an audience 
Of princely Ancenttre, I, and my train; 
That, in the name of Denmark and his-heif, 
We, to her grief, may that condolence give 
Our mutual lofs demands. 
Ed. Now out, alas! 
Our niece is ev’n a martyr'to her forrow ; 
The lilly,- broken by the pelting hail, 
Is not more forely fhent thay ArGenTiLe, 
Yet fay it were not fo, our open nature, 
For frankniefs we do hold a King’s beft virtue, 
Prompts us to tell you we have fcruples, Dane, 
Touching thefe-nuptials; nay, for why fhould we 
Makk our true thoughts? we have much more than feruples; 
A well-weich’d judgment, and by: that pronounce 
Our niece of age too tender yet for marriage. 
Sew. Dread Sir, your Kingly Brother thought not fo, 
But, of his own firft thought, did urge the alliance 
To yielding Denmark. 
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Ed. We adinit he didj> ay wot 

Yet-was his daughter all-averfe to nuptials, 

And is fo ftill. “That-daughter, by his death; 


¥s now'our tendereft charge. To thwart her wifhes 


At fuch a time,’ nay,: when:thofe withes fpeak 
With:the foft voice of -virgin chaftity, 
Would dllbecome'an:uacle that revéres,; 
And loves *her-virtues. 
Sew. Surely royal EpEet—= 
Ed. Bear with us;:-Lord Ambaflador,\weicannos: 2 
Enter at full on all thofe weighty caufes, 
That now oblige‘us to curtail your audience: 
‘Take our beft thoughts injfamas On our true faith: 
We honour Denmark much,:and=much do wifh 
A-firnfallian¢e-withhis Sowreignty. 
“'Phis toinfure;-we know. the\matchoin queftion 
Is a firm tye; if therefore ina year, 
Or rather twain, he'chufes:to repeat 
This embaffy. 
Sew. Now by the hopées'of:- Denmark, 
The Prince, his fon 
Ed. Is but fome eighteen patt, 


And well-may, give the truce;that-we demand, 
To our young niece’s coynefs. This befides,* \vone 
‘ Know; 


13 


Know, we have many other cogent reafons- .*) 


{ ovat 


Here all unfaid{: which; when:our Brother Denmark 
Is well appriz’d of, we do nothing doubt | 
He’llspraife our prudence. Thefe, in.ample fort, 
Soon will we fet forth in a fair: memorial, 
And fend unto his. Court. Blame not our briefnefs, 
The-weight of twoowide kingdoms refting .on us 
Mutt plead our full excufe. Moft noble Envoys 
Our Senechalls have it in charge to treat you 
As fits: your quality ; ourfelves, alas, 
Are all unable in our:prefent forrows 
To give you feftive greeting: Sir, commend.us 
To Royal Denmark; anda profperous gale 
Spread your returning fails. [Exit Edel and train.] 
Manent SEW. QoL) D and CURRAN.) 
[Who comes forward haftily from the Attendants of thé 
| Embaff.).. —o 
»-C U-R AN, 
By all my Anceftors, 
I will not hencé,. tall this ‘imperious King 
Permit I fee the Princefs. 
Sew, Gracious Sirs. 
Vent not anfuch-loud:tone your juft difpleafure,: 
Should we:be: noted. . 
O 2 


a 
a 


wt aM ic near GA LSS ONIN ek CR. AR 


Pi sz J 
Cur. Does he think that Curan, 
Ev’n for that honour, which he owes his country, 
Will bear th? indignity ; not fee the Princefs 
Tyrant, I will! for therefore came I hither ; 
And Denmark ne’er fhall call that errand thriftlefs, 
For which her Prince difguis’d him like a peafant. 
Sew. Yet hear me, Curan, ora fpeedy ruin 
Cur. What ruin? Sewoup, I will own mytelf 
"Fhe Heir of Denmark, can he then refufe 
An inftant audience? 
Sew. Ah, rath Prince, bethink thee 
Wherefore thou art difguis’d; is’t not to hide 
The Heir of Denmark? rightly didft thou doubt, 
That, fair as fame blazons this virgin’s charms, 
The blazon might be falfe ; therefore this mafking, 
That thou unnotic’d might’ft behold the Princefs, 
And pafs thy own true judgment on her charms. 
The veil thrown off, thou throw’ft away its ufe ; 
And muft, perforce, ev’n if. fhe prove mo homely, 
Proceed to nuptial union; as a Prince 
Thou canft not then recede. 
Cur. SEwoLn, I can; 
He fets me the example. 


Sew. Haplefs youth! 


f 


Have I then all in vain pour’d on thine ear 
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The love of honour, that, with virtuous thirft, 
Still drank it gladly ? Has my moral pencil 
So oft portray’d the forms of truth and falfehood, 


In their juft lineaments, to thy mind’s eye; 

And haft thou lov’d the one, and fcorn’d the other, 
Unbid, fave by the voice that bade within? 

Thou know’ft thou haft; fay then, fhall one example, 
Bafe as it is, and as thou feel’ft it is, 

Undo ?— 

Cur. Ah, fpare me, Sewoup, {pare the reft, 
And let the bluth, that tingles on my cheek, 
Implore thy pardon. I forgot myfelf ; 

Forgot that thou, my mafter, and my friend, 
Heard the rafh word—I am myfelf again. 

Yet, SEwoup, e’er we go, means muft be found 
To fee the Princefs. | 

Sew. After fuch affront 
Cait on the abfent Majefty of Denmark— 

Cur. Nay, Sewo ip, now thy reafon, in its turn, 
Meets the mad fhock of paffion; Epgu’s fault 
Leaves his niece blamelefs. 

Sew. True-; and could it be 
That, e’er we left th’ inhofpitable fhore, 


O A fit 
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A fit oceafion offer’d, I fhould with 

Thine eye might make of her, its wifh’d decifion : : 
That fo each nation might, from fpeedy broils, 

Perhaps, be freed; for, prove fhe common fair, 

As is the general lot of half her fex, | 

I truft thou would? f not pay, for fuch-a Queen, 

A finglé fubjees life. : 

Cur. Bae if the prove 
That paragon of charms, that bright ey’d Phoenix, 
Which rumour ‘paints her, I will make this Saxon 
Produce me other pleas than tender age, 

To ftep between her beauty and my love. 

Sew. What, Prince, if We Tee Pane heaout mips” 
Ret us ‘encamp’d, “till her dead’ father’s: bones | 
Be folemnly inhum’ d. bisinassaic Wola: 

Cur. A public audience, 

I think, King Epet ever will refufe, 

Seay. And fo think’ T° nO 

Cur. I have a plan, my Stworn ¥ 
Give it thy patient hearing.’ In this ‘garb 
No Saxon can fufpect my quality. 

Go thou tnto the fleet, while I’ wait here 
And make my way t” her prefence as a Page. 


Or rather—yes, that is the likelier plot, 
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il change my garb with my, young Minfrel Rolland ; a 


Thou know*ft_I can fo touch our Danifh har P? 
As by my practic’d fkill to gain her ear. 
Is’t not a likely plot? 

Sew. What leave my Prince, 


With ftrangers, and,. af-all like EDEL, foes? 


Cur. Thou dof not leave thy Prince, too wary SEwOLp,, 


Thou leav’ft a minftrel ; and what_land fo favage,, 
Where minftrels cannotypractice her love artic 
In honor’d fafety ?, All men hold them cred ; 
Thy office hardly more fo... This.befides,. ... 


Bethink thee of thofe;truths, thyfelf shaft taught me, 


When, in thy.lefture, as swas oft thy wont, 

Thou weigh’d’ft, in wifdom’s balance, what the poize 
Of princely, and of peafant happineds. _ 

In one bright fcale lay riches, pomp, and power 55 
In th’ other, health, content; and quiet flumbers. 
On that fide, poifons, plots, affaffinations ; 

On this, fecurity, and.carelefs-eafe, | 

‘Yhefe laft are now. my lot. I’m the fafe peafant, ; 


And mean to prove, by fair experiment, 


That thy fage faws were true. Nay, my beft SewoLpd»- 


If thou forbid’ft me ufe that good difcretion, 
Thy {chooling taught me, 1 mut fay thou think’ a: 


Iam no docile pupil. 
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Sew, Deareft Prince, 
It is my joy, my pride, that I have taught thee 
To cope with difficulties greater far 
Than this may feem: for, as experience taught me; 
How feldom Princes know to aé& like men, 
Pve fhewn theewhat man is ; and therefore led thee, 
Thro’ many an unfrequented path of life, 
That greatnefs feantly wots of :: Bade thee mark 
That plain unfightly plant, call’d Human Nature, 
When fprouting forth fpontaneous ; how far culture 
Improves its form ; and what the force.of art 
To call forth its beft bloom, How too that art, 
Like a too rank and too nutricious foil, 
Oft marrs its purpofe, turning to vain leaf 
What elfe had-borhe a plenteous cropof virtues. 
Thefe truths to learn, the beft the world can teach, 
We’ve pac’d thro’ cities, villages, and forefts, 
Sometimes a pilgrim I, with cockled hat, 
And thou the ftripling bearer of my wallet. 

Cur., And, in fuch matking, own to me my SEwoun, 
Did I ¢’ér fail to play the part thou bad’ft me? 

Sew. In footh thou didi not. 

Cur. Therefore, holy pilgrim, 
Suppofe me now gone a fhort ftone’s.caft from thee, 
Ta 
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To crave an alms at fome fat yeoman’s porch, 

c¢ A mite for charity ! give you good den, 

s* A mite for fweet St. Bridget! My old father, 

«« A pilgrim worn with penances to fhrines, 

«« Half {pent with journeying, lies in yonder dell, 

¢* God’s' Mother thield you!» give an oaten cruft : 

«© To break our craving fafts,?? why this is all 

The danger; if you leave me in this caftle. 

Sew. Delicate Prince, I own there is not muchy 

Train’d as'thou art, there is not much, I thinlk, 

I here may leave thee fafely. Butnot long 
Cur. But fortwo little days, perhaps but-one. 
Sew. And where fhall Lawait:thee? 

Cur. My beft SEwoup, 

Thou know’ft, when we did quit our anchor’d barks, 

We croft a pleafant valley ; rather fay 

A neft of fitter vales, o’erhung with hills 

Of varied form and foliage ; every vale 

Had its own proper brook; the which it-hugg’d 

In its green breaft, as if it fear’d to lofe 

The treafur’d chryftal... You might mark the: courle 

Of thefe cool rills more by the ear, than eye 5 

For, tho’ they oft would to the fun unfold 


Their filver as they paft,. twas quickly loft ; 
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But ever did they murmur. On the verge 


Of one of .thefe clear ftreams there ftood a cell) & 
O’ergrown with mofs, and ivy; near to which, 

On a fall’n trunk, that bridg’d the little brook, 

A: hermit fat... Of him we.afk’d the.name minh 
Of that fweet valley, and he call’d it Hakenefs. 
Thither my SEwoup go, or pitch thy tent 

Near to thy fhips, for they are near the feene. 

Nay, to thé fleet I'll bear thee company, 

And pafs the coming night; fo will the Saxons 
Think we have left their land, then, on the morrow, 
With harp in hand, and wallet at my fide, 

Vil back to Whitby. “Ssworn fear me not 


Streft fuccefs mut crown our’ ripen’d plot. [Exeunt, 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 


AGT Wh --SCENBuL 
“The Gate of the Caftle. 


Enter ihe F oi vib Ralph bearing two Falcons hooded 
~ for the dey 
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Now a murrain on thee, Ralph! did I not bid thee ta 
fift the blank Falcon with the. bare breaft? He, that.on our ; 
laft day’s. {port, flew fo lufty a flight after the two Herons. 

Ral. The bird was. fall gorg’d, Matter 2 and marvel it 
is, that there was one, unfed. Up, 1n the mew 3 for who 
would have thought that. the King would have. been» 
minded to hauleto day? SR ee tO 

Fal. Who would have thought! there it is now; as 
if it became thee, Ralph, to think? No, Ralph no ; 
thinking, let me téll thee, hardly becdmies thy betters, 
I, now, for example, whofe ftyle and title on the Cham- 
berlain’s roll ftands thus, ‘*‘ His Majeity’s firft Yeoman 
Falconer,”? whereas thou writeft thyfelf, or rather they 
write for thee, /ub, that 1s to fay fubaltern, which means 
no more than a mere underling. Now mark me, I, as 
being thy principal, fhould be principally entitled to 
think; was thinking, as | before noreds any part of 


our office. 
Ral, 


7 aaa gs Oh AT ge aN ES 


[ 220 J 

Ral, Neverthelefs thoughts be free, Mafter; and will 
come into our brain whether they be in office or not.— 
Therefore I cannot help thinking that if one Royal Bro, 
ther had ‘been coffin’d before the other, that is to fay 
inftead of the other, that Brother would not have taken 
his paftime thus timelefsly. . 

Fal, Drinking thou know’ ft, Ralph, drives care away, 
and why may not hawking ferve the fame good purpofe? 
However this be, his Majefty being minded to hawk, we, 
look you, muft be minded to have our matters in readi- 
nefs. ‘Therefore cope me that Tarfels talons, and faften 
the leafe to his jefles more tightly. Mercy on me, what 
bells be thefe? Silver, fterling filver tho’ they be, they 
look no better than bale pewter, cleanie me them with 
the lappit of thy leathern doublet, and that inftantly. Ha! 
what younker have we here thus fantaftically accouterred ? 

Ral. Belike it be fome {cape-goat from the Danith 
flock, for I faw two or three in the like trim, when the 
Ambaflador took his departure. 

Enter CURAN, [Drei as a Minfrrel.] 

Cur. Give you good day, my mafters; ’tis my with 
To reft awhile on this fame portal bench, 
If fo no churlifh porter would be angry. 

Fal. A {mooth tongued firipling, and withal honeftly 


featur’d ; 
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featur’d; fit where it lifteth thee, for thou feemeft, my 
pretty boy, to have outrun thy ftrength. 
Cur. Say rather I’ve outrun my breath, good Falconer 3 
Give me a moment’s paufe, and thefe young legs, 


I think, would bear me up a morning’s {port 


Glofe at your Courfers heel, nor fhould your hawks, 
What time they darted at their feathered prey, 

So fleetly pounce, but I would catch their game 
Warm as it fell, or e’er it touched the ground. 

Fal. Why, when I was of thy age, ftripling, and as 
lithe in the joints, I have often verified thy boaft, let me 
tell thee. | 

Cur. Doth the King hawk to day? 

Fal. He is fo minded, my fair Youth, we are here 
Waiting his forth-coming. 

Cur. Say then, if, to beguile the ling’ring time, 

I. touch my harp, and chaunt to it a fong, 
Would it be welcome to thy ear, good Falconer? 

Fal. Troth would it, my fweet lad; provided the 
burthen of thy fong be not too tedious, and that the 
meafure mar not the fenfe, as is too often the cafe with 
the new-fangled meafures now a days. 

Cur. Fear it not, Falconer, it fhall be a fong 
Of which a Northern Prince, fome ages gone, 

Fram’d both the rhymes and mutic 3 thou wilt find 
| From 
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Frori its fad burthen that he Woo’d a Princefg 
Of cruel fort, who mock’d his loving fuit. ved, 
Fal. There be others befides: Princeffes, youth; who'be 
fuch like mockers.» I have:heretofore’ met one myfelfin 
no nobler a fhape than that of-a-miller’s daughter, »Tho*I 
was ev’n then in the King’s patent fervice, and as talliof 
my inches as thou feeft me.,at’ prefent... al. will therefore 
have a fellow. feeling for:;thy Prince, haying experienced 
Dorcas’s cruelty. Ale however helpt.me..to.mafter my 
paflion, and I prefcribe the fame. remedy to thee,,ifithou 
ever fhould’ft. come to years of difcretion, and fhould’ft 
chance to be in the fame plight: for there be ten exellent 
qualities in your found. bodied ale,,the firft — i; | 
Ral. Nay, matter, ‘e thou tellet him what thefe qualities 
be, in the fame fermon-like way thou haft often divided 
them in my hearing, the,King will be here e’er we have 
the lad’s ditty ; and my-.ears tingle for it. . : 
Fal, Come on. then, my dainty mintftrel.;.we will have 
thy fong firft. | Cnr ' vivcle :% 
CU RAN... Sings... s iF 
[See the fong entituled that of Harald the Valiant, in page 
138 of this valume, and of which he is fuppofed to per- 
form to bis Harp one or more franzas, till interrupted by 
the entrance of King Edel with Lords ‘attending him 
to the fieldvcrHe freaks to one of themsenterings| 2:10 
EDEL, 
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Vk oD sBadly asdturd fish ar more 

Go to, go to, - 2 
“We will not:wafte one thought upon the Dane. 

‘He goes difpleaféd.. Why be it fo; our fate 

' Sits not fo loofely on its well-laid bafe, 

“That Denmark, let him put his beft ftrength to it, 

Can fhake'its firmnefs.’ Said’ thou ‘not their fleet 


Were fail’d? whence then is ‘this young’ minftrel? 
‘ He wears the Danifh livery. 
®°° Lord. Sir; I know not. 
[Curan throws himfelf at the King’s feeti 
Cur. My gracious Liege, for I will call thee mine, ” 
For, if not mine, where may I find another. 
“Friendlefs, forlorn, left on a foreign coaft, 
~ By thofe whofe ruthlefs hearts forbid my tongue 
> "Po call thei countrymen. © O facred Sir, | 
Take pity on my wretched ftate ; command 
*’Gome Of your train 'to find me an employ, 
The loweft not too low for prefent trial, 
Till after proof of duty find me friends 
“May plead, in my behalf, to your dread ear. 
"Meanwhile I would not ruft in idlenefs, 
That bane of youth,. and what too foon might dull 
The final: :yet-practiced,- faculties I -boafts 
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Ed. ‘Thou talk’ft it {moethly, fripling, yet.we fear 


Thou art fome elfth truant, who has dar’d 
Thy vaffalage throw off, or elfe, perchance, 
For fome committed fraud, has fled the ftripes 
Due to difhonefty. 

Cur. Think not thus harfhly, 
Great Monarch, of your flave. Know, I was bortt 
Of honeft parents, virtuoufly brought up 
In fear of God, and man. My aged father 
Doth now in Denmark’s court, and im the prefences. 
Strike the chief harp, firft of the minftrel band. 
Me to Lord Sewotp’s train did he promote, 
For that his Excellence did .much applaud 
My growing {kill, and gave him caufe to hope 
Fair ARGENTILE, Prince Curan’s deftin’d fpoufe, 
Would, if fhe heard me touch the harp before her; 
Make me her minftrel. In this hope I left 
My lov’d and loving father. On the fea, 
Full forely was I fick, fick ev’n to death; 
And, for remembrance of thofe piercing pangs 
1 own I loiter’d (’twas my only crime) 
The hindmoft, when Lord Sewotp parted hence: 
Which known the Earl, with many a rigid menace, 
Dade me ‘* feck here thofe honors from the Saxons, Se 
e That 
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That he had fail’d to find.” Thefe were his words; 
Withal forbidding the remorfeful thipmates 
To let me mount the veffel. Cruel Dane! 
I faw thee hoift thy fails, and call’d for pity 5 
I faw thy fhallop fleetly cut the waves, 
And call’d for pity, till my aching eye 
Loft fight of the laft barque : Then on the frrand, 
Fell I as dead; till youth and nature ftruggling 
Brought back unwelcome life. O gracious King ! 
Take pity on that helplefs Minftrel Boy, 
Who found none from his countrymen. 
Ed. In footh, 
My Lords, this Danifh boy doth tell his tale 
With fuch a bold and plain fimplicity, 
As much’ perfuadeth us he fpeaks us true. 
Haft thou, my boy, good fkill in minftrelfy ? 
Cur. So, Sire, to fay would be too bold a vaunt ; 
For higher of that noble art I deem 
And its try’d myftery, than yet to boaft 
I had arriv’d at ev’n the midmotft pitch 
Of Mufic’s high perfeétion. 
fal. Pleafe you, my Liege, the lad is too modeft. If 
his fingers went by clock-work they could not wreftle 
with the wires more actively, nor, if a fkylark roofted in 
Ver. Il, : his 
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his throatsicould he carrolstocthenr more delicioufly:: he’s 
the very ptince: of minftrels. 
Ed. Peace,’ knave,/and mind thy hawks, and not his 
vharp. 
Cur. If itfeem good unto my gracious Lord; 
Y’ll run to th’ field at his proud courfer’s fide, 
And there fome moments, e’er the game'be fprung 
Or at.default,; make eflay of my art 
On this flight inftrument, ftriving my betft. 
'To footh his princely ear. 
Ed. Come on then, boy, ca 
We there will try thy kill. My Lords,» to: horfe 
And meet us at the bridge, that {pans' the mote. ' 
Ourfelves at the weft poftern mean to mount. | 


[Exeunt feverally, Curan following the Kings 


S C BWNeso ae 
A Garden within the walls of the Caftle. 
Enter ARGENTILE wad EDITHA, with Bafets. 
FD Iv’) Heé. : 
Nay, fweeteft Miftrefs, fhare with me the pains; 
If it be pains, amid thefe beds of fragrance 
To cull fuch buds and’ blooms, .as beft deferve 


To fill our: wiekerigarners,, “Therefore came weigi: = 
Twas 
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Twas of your own free choice ; you faid'the tafk | 
Would help to chafe your forrows. See, my Princefs, 
How deep a bluth, beyond its red compeers, 
This rofe has caught from the warm kifs of Phoebus! 
That, tho’ its neighbour, and as far remov’d 
From fhade and cold, yet glows not half fo crimfons 
Is it the:fault oth’? fun? No; he kind fuitor 
Makes love to both alike. Perchance, my Miftrefss 
That flower, like fome coy maids; makes more ado 
E’er it will warm to kindnefs. 

Arg. Peace, fond babbler ! 

Ed. Nay, now I vow, ‘had I fo bright a {uitor, 
That bleft-me with fuch gallant vifitation, 
I’d not do thus; nor turn my pale cheek from him, 
But bid him welcome. with a buxom blufh, 
Like this free Mower, and thank him for his favours. 
Were it not beft, what think you ? 

Arg. Prithee, peace. 


I know thou mean’ft to chear. me by this prattle 
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But ’twill not be—come, let us count our thefts : 
We’ve done, methinks, ev’n robbery enough 
On thefe {weet beds. 
Ed. See here! befides thefe rofes 
Are lillies nam’d oth’ vale, which, to my fenfes 
2 Fling 
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Fling from their filver bells a daintier perfume, 


"Than ev’n the rofe itfelf; {pic’d fraxinel, 
The golden martagon, the pale narciffus, 
And flaunting piony ; here’s lady’s flipper, 
And lady’s mantle too; curl’d columbines, 
And harebells blue and white ! 
Arg. No, not a month ; [ Not regarding here 
But come another day ’twill be a month, 
Since my dear Father lean’d him on this arm, 
And took fome flow-drawn paces down this alley ; 
But he was tir’d full foon and fat him down 
To reft on this fame bench ; he panted fo, 
That then I fear’d him dying. 
Ed. Nay, {weet Princefs, 
Did you not promife me ? 
Arg. Indeed I did ; 
Vet then, in very deed, I little hop’d 
I long fhould keep my word. 
Ed. Think of his years— 
Arg. 1 know he was full aged, yet fome have-counted 
More years than he ; and fome have liv’d to fee, 
What moft they wifh’d, their daughters given in marriages 
And bleft the facred union. 
Ed. Some alas! 4 
Have 
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Have left them fooner;. in weak infancy ; 
Have left them fatherlefs, nay, in their cradles ; 
Hurried by death ev’n to their wife’s frefh grave, 
Who died in child-bed : fuch was my fad cafe 5 
And tho’ of gentle, nay of noble birth, 
If noblenefs can dwell where riches do not, 
Friendlefs, forlorn, ah! what had I been noOWs 
Had not the Queen your mothe:’s fol?ring care 
Pity’d my orphan ftate? 

Arg. I text my friend, 
I am to blame, ev’n unto fin to blame, 
Arraigning thus the will of Providence. 
Yet he, who gave me tears, will let me fhed ete 
I truft, without a frown. His pift were vain, 
Did I not weep. 

Ed. Your Royal Uncle’s care 

Arg. Is he like ApeLpricht? will he fuppor$ 
Sad ArGENnTILE with half his tendernefs ? 
Thou canf not think it. Thou thyfelf haft felt 
His fterner temper; for when Oswaup’s Son, 
The gallant Epwin fued for thee in marriage, 
Who but my uncle mar’d your mutual blifs, 
And niade his Father a& a tyrant’s part ? 
Alas, thou weep’it! I was to blame in op’ning 
A wound, that time had clos’d. 
P3 
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Ed, And if I weep, 
’Tis only that his haplefs love for me 
Caus’d the brave youth to fly his native realm, 
A voluntary exile. To his fuit 
Thou know’ft, my Princefs, I demean’d myfelf 
Ever with virgin coynefs, as T ought. 
Arg. Thou didft, and therein claim’ft thy fexes praife. 
Ed. Gallant as Epwin was, my tongue was able. 
To interdi& his paffion; therefore fure 
I lov’d him not, fpite of the rifing fighs 
That ever meet his mention. Had I lov’d him, 
I muft have yielded ; he was all fo worthy 
To raifé ‘a mutual flame—where then my praife? 
But, hufh, his father comes! his earneft look 
‘Tells mé he means to' claim a private audience, 
He ill would brook my prefence. 
Arg. Thou, poor EpvirHa; 
Wilt ev’n as ill brook his! retire thee, then 3 
Yet ftray not out of call, [Exit Editha, 
Enter OS WALD. 
O/. Your pardon, Princefs, 
That, quitting forms, I thus abruptly venture— 
Arg. Ah, my good Lord, away with idle forms! 
You were my Father’s friend, and that fecures 
Aconftant 
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A conftant welcome to his orphan child, 
But why fo much diftyrb’d? . | 
O/. Is there not caufe? 
Has not King Ever done— 

Arg. What, my good Lord ?, 

Till this fame hour I never left my chamber, 
What has-my: uncle done? 

O/~ Flouted-the Dane, 

And fent his Envoy. back, with blank refufal. 

Arg. ’Tis as I thought, not fear’d.; yet herein, read 
A fum of num’rous future wrongs, prepar’d 
To fall full foon upon my innocent head. 

Of. Not.one, not one, no not the flighteft wrong, 
While Oswatp wields a {word to check its fall. 
Have comfort, Princefs.; you have round your perfon 
A fet of Peers, whofe perfe& loyalty 
Will at my call pour out their beft heart’s blood 
In your defence, 

Arg.O Heav’ntforefend, my Lord, 

That ARGENTILE fhould be the caufe of bloodthed ! ! 

Sooner than fo, I would refign my throne, 

And take. a fubjeét’s ftation. .'Truft me, Earl, 

I ne’er. was fond of this. fame pageant ftate, 

And f{milingly could quit it. 
pie ; 
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O/: Say not fo. 
Born to a Crown, that Crown muft grace your head 
And we have powers to give itlegal-firmnels. 

4rg. No, rather let him drive me from his realm 
A haplefs exile... lam not-the firtt 
His arts have fore’d away. 

O/. I read your meaning. 

t was indeed his arts, curft EpEL’s atts, 
That ftruck the Aint on my too fervent nature; 
And bade it fire. . Stop, ye repentant fighs, 
You will not call my darling Edwin back! 
is Alas! you cannot: to th’ extreameft verge 
| Of this wide Ifle my fruitlefs fearch has reach’ds 
No, I muft ne’er again behold my Boy ; 

He’s loft, I fear, for ever. 

rg. Hope the beft ; 

And promife me, if e’er the Youth returns, 
Fie’ll have thy full forgivenefs. 

O/ So from Heav’n 
May I have precious hope of after pardon, 

As now my Son has mine! 

4rg. Enough, enough. 

Thon thew’ft thyfelf again a tender father : 


» 


Therefore I take thee for my loyal friend, 
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Nay rather for my father. Yes, good Earl,” 
Thou know’ft'I want one; thou too want’ft a child: 
A& then a father’s part, and puard my weaknefs 
*Gainft my fear’d Uncle’s arts. Yet, if he goes 
No further than to break my prefent’marriage, 
He has my ready pardon: She, who lofes 
A boon fhe never yet had learn’d to prize; 
Is fcarce a lofer. ~Does-he-wifh'me ftill 
To live in Virgin ftate?. My wifhes there : 
Bear him free company ; yet much I fear 
Some greater cruelty. 

Of. To thwart thefe nuptials 
Is more than cruelty ; tis facrilege 
To ADELBRIGHT’S jut memory. ——— 

Arg. Of this; 
My Lord, your prudence muft more fitly judge 
Than a young maiden’s. Therefore, Sir, to you; 
And to fuch peers as were my father’s friends, 
I truft my honeft caufe, and will in all 
Accord to your fage councils. Honor’d Earl, 
Adieu. Come forward, faithful Eoirxua, 


And lead me to my chamber. 


[ Exeunt Argentile and Editha, 


O/. Remorfelefs tyrant ! 


To 
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To wrong this pattern of all Virgin. virtues’; 

While I have life I wall-oppofe thy malice ! 
[ Exit Ofwald, > 


“SCENE. If. 
Changes to the Gate of the Caftle. 
Enter King Edel and Lords as returned from Hawking, 
Curan, Falconer, and Ralph attending. 
ED EL, 
Befhrew me, Lords, but this fame Danifh boy 
Did give us fweet addition to our fport. 
1 know not whether moft to praife the fleet 
Activity, by which, our game in view, is gif 
He cours’d the field, and left our fleeteft fteeds 
Lagging behind; or whether, at default, 
Perch’d on fome land-mark ftone, he ftruck his harp 
And carrol’d his foft ditty.. By St. Hinpa 
He 1s a peerlefs boy. 
Ld. True, my dread Liege: 

And. then his dauntlefs fpirit, mixt fo meekly 
With boyith fhamefac’dnefs! for when your Highnefs 
Did praife his (kill, it brought a crimfon blufh 
Frefh to his cheek, that feem’d to call in queftion 
Whether fuch praife were juit, proving by the doubt 
His rightful claim to it, 
| Ed. 
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Ed. True, We noted it; 
A merit feldom mark’d in fuch'as ply” © © 
The'niinftrel' craft. Come forward, pretty youth, 
Take thon thefe angels. Thou haft pleas’d us well, 
My Lord our Chamberlain, have it in charge 
This boy be well appointed, in fach fort 
As fits our cup-bearer.” "This we advance him 
Ev’n at the firft, and his fhall be the blame 
If he not gains fwift marks of future favor. 
Cur. Low at your feet I'fall, my gracious Sov’reign, 
And promife true allegiance, 
Ed. Rife and thank us 
By thy fair fervice. "We do hold to-morrow 
A high caroufal. See that thou attend us 
In thy fit weeds, when in our hall we dine, 
We and our peers. [ Exeunt Edel and Lords, 
Manent CURAN, FALCONER, and RALPH, 
Cur. Why, this is as it fhould be— 
Our good ftar {miles on us beyond our hopes. 
How now, good Matter Falconer, why this diftance ? 
What! cap in hand too, prithee friend be cover’d. 
Fal. I know better, good Mafter Cup-bearer, I know 
better. When, indeed, the every day fun in yonder fky 
fhines upon me, I veil myfelf without ceremony, expect 
ing 
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ing no more from him than a fcorch’d forehead ; But, 
when the fun of court favour fhines upon me, tho’ as 
now, only as it were by reflexion, I dof my cap moft 
reverently, as thereby hoping for fomewhat that may 
warm my old heart. As for you, my young Sir, who 
are become to day the minion of dame fortune, I know 
not how thou wilt demean thyfelf to-morrow ; therefore, 
before to-morrow comes, I will venture to call myfelf thy 
old friend ; inafmuch I was thy friend before the King 
was, and am withal three years older than his Majelty..... 

_. Cur, J own thee for my friend, and hold thy kindnefs 
In fair memorial. Seyb 

Fal. [thank thee. Yet as the good luck, which has 
of late, befallen thee, may in time help to weaken thy 
memory, fuffer me to put thee now.in mind that, in; the 
morning when thou cameft hither out of breath defirous 
of fitting on yonder bench to reft thee awhile, J call’d 
thee pretty youth, and bade thee fit down boldly ;: thereby, 
as I.may fay, inftalling thee for a courtier. 

Cur. Thou didft, and for that courteous inftallation 

This angel be thy fee. [Gives him the money.] 

Fal. Bleffings on thy young heart! had I thought thoy 
would’ft have paid me thus generonfly, I. would have 
pull’d off my doublet and made thee a cushion of it ; 
thow 
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thou fhould’ft never have been, inftalled on the hard ftone. 
But I would wifh thee alfo to recollect, that the very 
moment thou mad’ft offer to. give me a touch of thy min- 
ftrelfy, I took thee at thy word. Whereby 

Ral. Nay in troth, Mafter, that thou didt not, but 


was minded to interrupt the lad’s ditty, (I crave your 
honor’s pardon for you was but a lad then) yet your honor 
well knows he would have told youa long preamble about 
the ten virtues in ftrong ale, which I, who have heard 
the old homily a hundred times and know it to be ag 
long as one of Father Anfelm’s, and withal as unedifying, 
fave' when one has the brown pitcher before one, per- 
fuaded him to ceafe the delivery of. This had I not done 
qi the very nick of time— 

Cur. Thou didft; and for that friendly office, fee, 
How this: twin angel greets thee. [Gives Ralph an angel. 

Ral. Aye, that indeed does it, and moft angelically ; 
poor Ralph is your liege vaflal for ever. 

Fal. ‘Tho’ the -knave has, a3 I may fay, robb’d me of 
my fecond merit, ‘neither he nor any man’ in Déira fhall 
ef my third; which refteth in this, that I prais’d thy 
minftrelfy to the King : and. what, tho’ he flouted me for 
it? Thave known him many a time and oft do fo in the 
field, and yet neverthelefs abide by my council: There- 


fore 
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fore'affure thyfelf, that what I -faid :concerning the Jark’s 
roofing in thy throat did thee no thriftlefs. piece sof 
fervice; ~ : 

Cur. Whether it did or not; ’twas faid in kindnefs3, 
Arid is‘as-fuch rewarded. © [Gives him another angel. 

Fal. St: Hiups blefs thee! "There remainéth now but 
a fourth merit to remind thee of which, to fay trith, re- 
fpecteth myfelf fingly. Itis this; that I, being ds thow 
feeft'an old and true-bred*courtier, am wholly -void of 
one vice, which hath been imputed to our fect for time 
immemorial. LY; 2 @ 

Cur. I pray thee name it. 

Fal. That can I Maiter,: and witha fafe confcience,.s' 
The vice is envy which, thowknoweft,-is one of the feven 
deadly fins. Now whereas thou art fuddenly:made King’s 
Cup-bearer, and thereby put over the head of myfelf and 
many a better man, yet do I not envy thee thine honor ; 
but think verily thou wilt acquit thyfelf in that high office 
better; than ev’n I fhould myfelf at thefe: years. 

Cur. Indeed, and may I credit:thee ! 

Ral. Nay, Matter, here putin for a fhare inthe merit. 
I am younger, and, I truft, more-handy than:the Falconer, 
himfelf, and yet, where the matter of cup-bearing:is :con-) 
cerned, I knock under. to: your: honor’s courtly <bearing! 
and gentility. ‘ I do in faith, 

Cur. 
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‘ Cur Enodgh; then fhare this laft bright coin between y4 
And fee: you drink to my profperity. 
Good friends farewel. [Exit Curan. 
Ral. Aye,:my Mafter, that will we do: we'll fee the 
canh to the bottom, were it as big as Ulphus’s horn. . 
» Fal, Ralph, mark me well, Ralph, this young fpend- 
thrift will be wiferin time. But till that. time comes.it 
behoves us to drink to. the long continuance of fo ges 


nerous a folly. { Exeunt Ralph and Falconers 


S. Oli N sBaaly. 
The King’s Clofet--ED EL, Solus. 

Ev’n when we firft fet eye upon this youth 
We thought his face trick’d out by our good ftars 
To fit our long-meant purpofe... He fhall wed 
Qur. niece ; fhall pafs on her for Denmark’s Prince. 
His youth, his comlinefs, his country too, 
Will fiamp him very Curan in her heart ; 
And, married to an alien and a:peafant, 
Where then will be her royalty ? But firft 
I muft difmifs Earl Oswatp. He is honeft 
And has, what oft is found with honetty, 
Avhot and credulous fpirit, which we found 


Eafy.to pradtice-on to his Son’s ruin, 
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Who had that ftubborn and: rebellions bearing 
We fear’d might after harm us: But in this, 
Were we to make the old Earl privy.to it; 

He ne’er would meet our withes : he fhall go 
Envoy to Denmark ; but my arts will fail me, 


If e’er he living lands on Denmark’s thore. 


What ho! who waits there? is Lord Oswaup come ? 
Enter OSWALD with an USHER. 
Uj. My Liege, the Earl attends, [ Exit User. 


Ed. Welcome, good Oswaup! 
We have a weighty bufinefs to impofe 
On thy allegiance, and, as: we.do hold 
Thy prudence far beyond the vulgar fcope, 
Refolve in this high point to truft-it folely. 

O/ My Liege, ye do.out rate it, i 

Ed. Not.a whit. 
Believe us, honeft Ofwald, we have poiz’d 
Thy merits well and found: them in our balance 
Of fterling proof—~but tothe prefent bufinefs: 
Thou know’ft already. we of late thought. fit 
To check this alien marriage. of our niece, 
And thwart the hafty Dane. 

O/ I do indeed, 


And marvel at it much. nay tofpeal: plain, 
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(Ofwald muft fpeak fo, tho’ his King’s the hearer) 
It wounds your Brother’s memory. 

Ed, Hear our Reafons. 
We hold it all unfafe, for the realms weal, 
A ftranger fhould come in to lord it here 
Tn right of our young: niece; and therefore, Earl, 
(Tho? inly did our bowels yearn. to break 
Our word with our dead brother) yet the good: 
Of two great. kingdoms far o’ercame that {cruple. 
O/. But when the offended Majefty of Denmark 
Shall arm a fleet— 
Ed. Why this may be expected ; 

And tho’ we truft we have fufficient powers 

To cope with his beft ftrenoth, yet would we rather 

Prevent all bloodfhed ; and with this fair aim 

We mean to fend thee, in all hafte, to Denmark, 

Our peaceful Envoy. 

O/, Might] bear the Princefs 

To her expecting: {fpoufe, I fhould with joy 

Accept the high-Commiffion : fuch a freight 

Will only load my fhip with the juit price 

To buy us peace from Denmark. 

Ed. Tuth, old Earl, 
The Dane will dread to fight us: let him dare it. 


Vou. Wi, Q. After 
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After fuck truce thy audience there may win,’ 
We fhall be well-prepar’d to-meet his-wrath, 
And foil it too. 
Of You faid you wifh’d for peace. 
Ed. 1-do;-if peace and emitv, Lord Oswatp, 
May be procur’d--at a much cheaper rate, 
Tharrene' of our two- Kingdoms. 
Of Our two Kingdoms ! 
Then, ArGEnTILE, thy half is loft already [ Afde. 
Ed, Why mufe ye thus, my Lord, we:did expe& 
More free acceptance of that honor’d charge, 
Which we fo-freely offer’d. 
O/. Ages my Liege, 
Makes me. unfit 
Ed. Say rather that thy age 
Makes thee moft fit; for reverence hangs on age 
And fuits our Envoy. Lords of greener years 
Would fue for the great charge, but on thyfelf 
Our choice has fixt: if thou difclaim’ft the tafk, 
Thou art not what I deem’d thee. For the moment 
T leave thee to refolve what likes thee beft, 
Whether to meet thy Sov’reign’s will with duty, 
Or force him think, what he would wifh unthought, 
Thou’rt the Dane’s friend not his: within an hour 
Give me thy final and affenting anfwer. [Exit Edel. 
| Os 
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O/. It is too plain 5 he does but with my-abfence, 


To pafs fome cruel fraud on ARGENTILE 3 


And give himfelf, by that fair maid’s mifhap, 


More right, or feeming right, in his two kingdoms; 


Two kingdoms, Tyrant !—One is more than due, 


But patience—I muft act awhile the part 


My {oul difdains, muft feem to accept his charge=-« 


Yes, I will be his Envoy to the Dane ; 


But only to convey that treafure with me 


Is the Dane’s plighted due. Now to the Princefs, 


To win her to my purpofe: fhe mutt hence, 
And quickly ; for, if here fhe dares to wait, 
Death, or ftill worfe than death, muft.be her fate; 


END OF THE SECOND ACT, 


[Exit Ofwala: 


AC Pr "s CPN E* I 
A Royal Apartment. 
Enter King EDEL and CURAN. 


Ed. Doft thou not boak ? 
Cur. In truth I do net, Sir, 

Ev’n in our days.of greeneft infancy: 

I was his humble play-mate; and, when youth 

Nerv’d him for ftouter fports, the gallant Prince 

Would make. me-his compeer ; to fhoot the thaft, 

To pitch the bar, to. wreftle, race, or tilt, 

In thefe and all like proofs of hardiment, 

He ever chofe my rivalry. 

Ed. If fo, 

Haply, thou now couldft counterfeit his perfon. 
Cur. I could, my Liege; were there a fit occafion. 
Ed. Were we right fure of this, occafion now 

Should call thee to the trial. 

Cur. Some have thought 
My lineaments did much refemble Curan’s. 
Nay, once I do remember, in our childhood, 


We did in fport change drefs; and I the while, 


My 
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My little heart beating with innocent pride, 
So ftrutted in his plumes, as caus’d a'fmile 
On many a cheek to fee with what mock gracé 
I aped the Heir of Denmark. 

Ed. So even now 
Thou feem’ft to act him o’er again; in footh 
Thou art a peerlefs boy, and wilt befit 
Our bufinefs to. our with ; which, to tell briefly, 
Is this, that thou, in femblance of the Prince; 
Should’ft play the fuitor to our royal niece ; 
For which thy youth, and, wherefore fhould we-rob thee 
Of what was Heav’n’s own gift, thy comlinefs 
Will land thee in good ftead. Beauty and youth 
Are the beft weapons in a gallant’s hand 
To conquer virgin coynefs, thefe thou hatt 
From nature, thefe King Epex bids thee ufe, 
Which, if thou doft like one of Cupid’s teachin , 
Befhrew me, boy, but it will raife thy fortunes 
Higher than now thou dream’ft of. 

Cur. My dread Liege, 
Ye furely mean to mock your humble vaffal ; - 
J pray ye fcoff not at.my poverty, 

Ed. Truft-us, fair youth, we do not. By our faith 
A Sov’reign’s faith, win thow our ARGENTILE 


And thou halt wear her, But the muft be won, 
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Her heart; ‘her foul muft be thine own fo fixt, 
That if we frown and crofs awhile your nupuals, 
Which for ftate reafons we perchance may feign, 
Thou may’ ft perfuade her to be thine by flight: 
This if thou canft atchieve— 

Cur. I know not, Sir, 
But this fo fudden fo unhoped an honor 
O’erpowers me wholly ; can you mean, my Liege, 
In very truth? 

Ed. By all the faints we do. 

Cur. Then be it fo; that gracious fmile did feem 
To dart a ruddy beam of royalty 
Warm to my heart. I am not what Iwas; 
I tread with loftier ftep ; my heart beats high 
As if the blood of Denmark boil’d within it. 

Ed. Excellent Boy ! his ev’ry word and gefture 
Infares fuccefs, and tops our higheft hope. 
In faith, Prince Curan, for thou well doft fuit 
The gallant title, thou doit pleafe’us highly. 
Some three hours hence take heed that thou attend 
Our fummons fo our clofet: thou fhalt there 
Have further fchooling ; meanwhile, on thy life,’ 
Be fecret. 

Cur. Take that life, if I am falfe. 


Ed. 


oy 
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Ed. We will not doubt thee ; favdur’d as thou art, 

Thou mut be true to us, who fhow fuch favour, 

And mean fo to augment it. 

Cur. At thy feet 

J fwear— 

Ed. Arife, thou haft our confidence, 

And foon fhalt from our wardrobe have difpenc’d 

Thofe veftments, which befit thy ftate to wear 

In audience of our niece. 

Cur. Impatiently, 

My Liege, : fhall I expe& them ; for thele weeds 

Seem now to fit untowardly upon me: 

I burn to change them. x 
Ed. Wait us in our clofet. [Exit King. | 
Cur. (folus) Can it be; thus? indeed, indeed men. 

wrong thee, . | | 

My miftrefs Fortune, when they paint thee blind ! 

Shew me.an eagle, that, with firmeft eye 

Can meet the fun in his meridian march, 

And I will call that eye, compar’d with thine, 

'The bat’s that blinks at twilight: were ’t not fo, 

Thou could’ft not guide thy ‘erdlvicovern’d, wheel 

So evenly foreright, as now thou dott ; 


And fwift too, as would fire its very axle. . | 
Q4 O that 
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O that my Se worn knew !-+But truce awhile 


With exultation. Pafs.three little hours 
And I have audience of fair ARGENTILE. 
How then to a&? why.as a fpirit would, 
Who has the magic power to fhift, and turn 
From vifible t’ invifible, as bet 
May {uit his prefent purpofe. Let me fee her, 
And in her face, I con the ready part 
I have to play; the full game thus before me, 
Pil win it, or I'll lofe it, as I lit. 

Eur FALCONER. 

Fal. Where is the King’s Majefty ?. lead me inftantly 
to the King’s Majefty’s own, perfonal’ prefence! Mercy 
on.me, I have hardly breath left mie.to deliver that news 
to him which, I truft, will choak him: with choler.. Brave 
mafter Cup-bearer, prefent me unto him this moment.— 
There is no time to be loft, I can affure you ; by this they 
mutt be at leaft fix miles deep, look you, in the foreft, 

Cur. They! fay, who mean you? 

Fal. Yes, in good troth, that is a likely ftory ; and 
from aman of my years and experience, who has been 
about Court, man and boy, for full fifty years come next 
all-hallow tide; to expeét now by one fingle, and with 
your leave, fimple queftion, to, get fuch. a fecret out of 


fuch 


{ 249 ] 
fuch a man! But you are a green courtier, mafter Cup- 
bearer, and are therefore to be excufed. Come, lead me 
to the King’s Majefty ; it will foffice, I'truft, if I un- 
bofom unto his Grace thofe I mean by my they, that are 
now in the foreft. 
Cur. Thou art indeed an old and fall-bred courtier 


Thus to forget 


Fal. What! that you gave me certain angels of late 
to drink to your God-{peed ? The fervice for which thofe 
angels were given was confcientioufly performed. Why 
then fhould the memory of the gift remain, when the 
caufe of it is cancell’d. Neverthelefs I do remember 
thofe angels fo well, and the number of them, as to know 
that, were they increas’d in tenfold proportion, they would 
not purchafe an anfwer to thy prefent queftion, though 
compriz’d in a tiney fingle fyllable. Enough for thee 

_to know, that the fecret is for royal ears, to which I com- 
mand thee to lead me. 

Cur. I will lead no man to the royal prefence, 

Who brings unpleafant tidings. 

Fal. Thou art a fhrewd ftripling, that muft be faid for 
thee, having already guelst fo much of my fecret, as to 
know it is no very pleafant one. 

Cur. Who then; but thee, would bear it to the King? 

Was 
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Weas.it-a fecret,- he: would joy to hear, - 


Thy fee might chance be ample ; as it is, 
Traft me, he’ll only pay thee witha frown, 
Fitting the fort and colour of that fecret. | 

Fal.: Why indeed I do believe it will make) his Maw 
jelty {wear a little. 

Cur. Surely it will—to go without his leave 
By flealth, and thro’ the forett: Then-their rank, 

Men he fo much had honor’d.—= 

Fal. Nay there you are out; there is but one'man ij 
the party. 

Cur. The Princefs furely has not fled the Court. 

Fal, Since thou dealeft with! the devil, I find it wilk-be 
moft prudent in me tomake ‘thee a party concern’di 
Know then moft afluredly, that the Princefs has fled’ the 
Court accompanied only with old\Lord’Oswatp: 

Cur. Death to my hopes—but art thou fure-of this ? 

Fal. If feeing is believing, that am I; but to tell thee 
the matter in form and circumftance. I was practifine 2 
tarfel at the lure, in a deep fort ofa dell, fome two miles 
diftant from the Caftle; where I heard a ruftling of leaves 
in a fidelong road to the left; there, thro’ the thicket, I 
faw the Princefs bruth brifkly on that. white palfry,) on 
which fhe has hawked thefe two laft feafons;. before her 


gallop’d 


J 
gallop’d Lord Oswatp on lis ftout bay eéldine who ig 
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half brother to King Epex’s Swift ; that very:fame fteed 
he rode on yefterday, when thou fang’ft thyfelf into thy. 
preferment. They made as much hafte, I can affure thee, 
as. a'vile ftony, uphiil, bridle-f#yle road wouldfuffer them, 
But this is not all; for, haft’ning home with my news, 
I met with another ftrong caufe of. fufpicion that they are 
bent on no honeft errand ; for, croffing the road that leads 
to the weft gate, I faw a fmock-fac’d kind of youth, more 
fmock-fac’d even than thyfelf, blefs the mark, in a green 
doublet and hofe trudging away, as faft as a pair of very 
fpindle-fhanked legsicould carry him ; ?twas a‘ face 1 had 
feen before, but could not, ‘rightly tell where; nor did I 
recolie& it till I had enter’d the Caftle Gate, But now 
Vl take my bible, oath *twas no boy but.a girl, and that 
girl my Lady Eprrua the. Princefs’s, fay’rite ,waiting 
gentlewoman. 

Cur. Did the ain her Miftrefs ? 

Fal. No, no, fhe took quite a different: road, yet a 
footpath, that meets the other fome. eight milesiduftance ; 
fhe went down the valley, whereas the Princefs and Lord 
Oswatp took up the hill. 

Cur. And would’ft thow’ bear fuch tidings’ to the King ? 

Fal. Marry that ‘would I, and mut too, for they be 
‘true ONES, 

Czr, 
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Cur. Go then and meet his wrath, who didft negleét 
To feize the handmaid. Go and meet his wrath 
For this thy tardinefs. Know’ft not that the time, ’ 
Thou here haft {pent with me, is worfe than loft : 
This when he knows, he’ll on thy back infli& 
A ftripe for every moment. 

Fal. Mercy on me! why would’ft thou detain mé? lead 
me to him direly. 

Cur. Falconer, I am thy friend. J’ll point a way 
Much fafer than to Eper. Hence with me 
This inftant in purfuit of the loft Princefs. 

Fal, What! before we acquaint the King’s Majefty of 
her elopement, and have his royal writ to arreft her 
Highnefs ? 

Cur. I grant thee, wert thou fure of fuch commiffion, 
It might be well to feek it: But her flight, 

Once known, he will difmifs fome Earl, or Knight, 
Or valorous Captain on fuch high purfuit, 
Not thee poor peafant ; what then fhall become 
Of thy reward? Now thou and I together 
Are a full match for Oswatp. Him fubdued 
And ArGENTILE recover’d, double Knighthood 
Will furely be our fee. 
Fal, Earl Oswatn, let me tell you, tho’ old, is flout 


and 
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and well-timber’d, and may not be fo eafily mafter’d as 
your vanity may imagine. 

Cur. But we will raife the country to aflitt us, 

When once we find them. 

Fal. Yes indeed, that bears fome likelihood, The 
Poffe Comitatus, and we at the head of them! He cannot 
make them all knights, and as we fhall appear to be the 
firft movers in the bufinefs, ‘you know ; and. the King’s 
patent fervants before that— 

Cur. True, true, but time is precious. Hafte we hence, 
Lead me the way they went, and truft me, Falconer, 


Soon as we find them, our: reward is fure. 
$. OTe Noh 1d: 
An outer Court in the Caftle, 


Enter two LORDS. 
F. Lord. Inthefe Earl Osw.aun’s letters, briefly penn’d . 
The hour they took their flight, you read the fum, 
Of this black bufinefs ; nor have now to.afk 
For proof more formal or of the King’s bafenefs, 
Or the Earl’s honefty ; e’er this, I truft, 
He has lodg’d the Princefs in fome place of fafety. 
S. Lords 
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S. Lord. I praife his prudence: ev’n in that loudsnété 
I’d thunder out deftruction to the Tyrant, J 
Could words deftroy him ; but that calls for deeds: 

- F. Lord. And deeds fhall be attempted. Mark me, eB 
Already T’ve' beftirr’d me to this end 
With hope of fair fuccefs ; prompted by me; 
Your coufin An pred, captain of the guards, 
Ev’n now is fowing thro’ the foldiery 
‘The feeds of hot commotion. »You, my Lord, 
Can boat much intereft with our honeft Burghers, 
Which might be ts’d. 

S. Lord. And fhall to th’ full extent 
Of my beft faculties, for which in pledge 
Tlock this hand of fellowfhip in thine, 
And {wear to rifk my fortune, honour; life, 
In ArcEnTriie’s juft caufe.. Nor doubt I, Lord; 
Before to-morrow’s dawn to headin arms 
Three thoufand citizens.. But fee'the Tyrant! 
Let’s hide our honeft hate in loyal feemings, 
‘Till execution ripens. 

Enter King EDEL ‘cel 
A Courtier and Ralph following: 
E Do Ee Lis: 

Brings the flave. 
No plainer tidings ? 
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-Court,’ None, my-Gracious Liege. 

Ed. Fellow, be-brief; and teli us all thow faw’ ft. 

Ral. Pleafe. your Majefty, your Majefty’s Yeoman 
Falconer and I, who. by your Majefty’s: favour am his 
Deputy, were fome hours agone prattifing a young hawk 
at the lure in a place on the fide of the foreft called Dead- 
man’s Dell ; where we faw the Princefs.and Earl OswaLp 
ride haftily thro’ the thick copice-on the left, juft as the 
Gentleman has inform’d’ your Highnefs. . My mafter, on 
feeing them, left me with the bird and faid he would hie 
him to the Caftle, and give your’ Majefty information 
thereof. 

Ed, And why in this did the vile traitor fail? 

Ral. Of that, pleafe your Highnefs, Iam: innocent. 
All I know is; that when I had’given my bird ‘its exer- 
cife, and was returning to our lodge in the great park, I 
{pied my mafter at fome diftance and the young ftripling 
with him, now your Majefty’s Cup-bearer. 

Ed. Ha! faid’?ft thou he, the Danifh minftrel !. 

Ral. The fame; but in an Engelith forefter’s garb. 
Whereupon I was at firft minded to go and afk Matter 
whether he had: waited on your Highnefs. ~ But when I 
confidered that he was.intcompany with a Gentleman of 
fuch high office, it behoved me, as I thought, to keep 
my 
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my diftance, being affured I thould only gain one of my 
Mafter’s heavieft oaths, if not blows, im anfwer to my 
queftion. However ftill fufpetting that your Majefty 
might not be privy to the matter, F came forthwith te 
confult this.Gentleman, who, under your Majeity’s favour, 
heretofore procured nie my place. 

Ed. Enough, enough, come forward, good: my Lords 
And trufty Counfellors. You fee your King 
Struck to the very foul at the ftrange flight 
Of our fond niece. Young as the wanton: wass 
We did not think fhe would fo far debafe 
Her royal lineage, as (we blufh to own it) 
This act declares-fhe has. 
F. Lord. But, Gracious Sov’reign;: 

We marvel moft Earl Osw.atp led:her forth. 

Ed. True; but we live in fuch a world, my Lords, 

That, whofo marvels at like wickednefs, 

May pafs thro’ life, feeling no other paffion 

Than blank aftonifhment. Full well we guefs 

The trait’rous. purpofe why. the Earl contriv’d 

Our niece’s flight; nay, we can count the fums 

‘That Denmark long has’ paid into his coffers. 

More at our council board will we unfold, 

Whereat. this evening, with our other Lords, 

We bid ye to attend us, | 

pid F. Lord, 
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F. Lord. Siré, in all 
Command our ready duty. 
Ed. We there mean 
To take your voices, who may beft fupply 
The throne our truant niece has vacated. 
But firft well bend us at Sr. Hrtpa’s fhrine, 
' And afk, moft needful in a ftrait like this, 
Heav’n’s holy aid to guide us in our Councils. 


[Exeunt Edel, Se. 
5. Gr Be No Tid. 


Changes to the Vale of Hakenefs; a Hermit’s Cell in 


front near a Rivulet. 


SEWOLD comes out of the Cell follow’d by EDWIN 


difguis’d as a Hermit but without his beard, 


SEW OLD. 
Thanks to thy courtecy, thou reverend Seer; 
For youth like thine is reverend. Solitude 
And filence, inmates of this peaceful vale, 
Have given thee, what a length of bufy years, 
Spent in the noife and turmoil of the world, 
Oft fail to give, rich ftore of ufeful truths 
Vor, III, R 


[258 -] 


Well rang’d on ‘theniory’s tablet. ‘Yet T marvel," ” 


Young Lord, what led thee in thy life’s fair prime’ 
To this fo clofe feclufion; thow haft faid, 

It was not for that end, which ignorance 

Mifdeems Religion, and I truft it was not 

For that ftill falfer end, which rankling fpleen 
Mifcalls Philofophy. | 

Ed. Indeed it was not. 

Vet there are ills, begot of fad mifchance, 

Which facred folitude alone can cure ; 

And fome there are, of fuch a ftubborn fort, 

As mock her powers medicinal ; yet ftill 

Where’er fhe fails to cure, fhe titve: to footh. 

For this I ufe her opiate ; éver far 

From perfect remedy, yet much reliev’d 

By her emolient aid. 

Sew. There is, young Lord, 

| Another Leach, whofe drugs have pafling power 

O’er every malady that mars the mind. 

That Leach is friendfhip ; he would probe thy wound: 

With tendereft hand, and, while he opens, heal. 

© that my fon were here! for I, alas, 

‘Am all unequal, from difcordant years, — 

“To the fweet tafk! his youthful converle gay, 
Mit 
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Mixt with foft fympathy and fmiling tears, 
Wouldlure thee to unbofom in his breaft 
Thy every care, and, opening thus a courfe 
To thy pent forrows, bid them run to watte; 
Or change them into pleafures. 

Ed. Think not, Dane, 
That folitude has blunted in this breaft 
The inborn tafte for choice fociety, 
Or that full richer relith for, bleft friendfhip, 
Which Nature gives her votaries. Think not, Dane; 
Quitting the world, I meant to quit that love 
Inftin€tive, that each creature owes its kind, 
And, chief of thefe, that man ftill owes to man. 

Sew. I truft indeed thou didi not.—But methinks 
I hear fome footftep. _’Tis perchance my Son— 
Ah no—my vaffal Baldwin from the fleet. 

Enter a DANISH: SAILOR. 

Sail. My Lord, 2 fly-boat from yon neighb’ring port, 
Its freight one feaman only, hail’d our thips; 
And, when we. bade him quietly approach, 
Row’d fidelong to the firft and on its deck 
This pacquet flung; and hied him back with {peed, 

[Sewold takes the letter, opens it, and reads. 

Brie | «To 


ff 260. j 


* To the Lord Ambaffador of Denmark. 
“« Greeting, 

*¢ The unkingly manner, in which your high Embaflage 
‘« has been treated, by him who was bound by oath given 
“to the dying King ADELBRIGHT to treat. it with all 
«¢ due honour, has awaken’d much difpleafure in the. breaft 
*‘ of many honeft Saxons, who are: at once friends; to 
“* their own country and well affected. to. the Majefty of 
“« Denmark. Amongit thefe no man is more firongly: 
** offended than the writer of this letter, who hereby pro- 
“* mifes, if fo that your Excellency fhall think meet. to 
“« anchor two days longer in your prefent flation,. to,con- 
*« vey fafely to your fleet (if Heav’n favours his juft de- 
“« fign) the fair obje@ of your Embaflage. Hoping that 
** ere this fhall reach your hands, he fhall have.already 
“* fecur’d her from the wiles of the Tyrant. 

«« Signed, OSWALD.” 

Ed. Oswartp! [ Starting. 

Sew. That ftart befpeaks you know him. 

Ed. Know him! 

Seqw. Methinks I fee the tears gufh from your eye. 
Say, Sir I pray ye, is he of fuch rank 
And influence in the Court, that I may truft 


On what he here doth promife ? 
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Ed. Noble Dane, 

He is the very foul of honefty. 
In virtue as fuperior as in birth, 
And from that birth as high an Earldom holds 
As Anglia gives ; his vittues are his own. 
Your pardon, Sir, I cannot count the fum 
Of his juft praifes—Peace, my fluttering heart, 
He is—but rather let me fay, he was— 
And yet, perchance, now he is Epet’s foe, 
He may be ftill my Father, 

Sew. pert thou, Youth, 

hy Father? then we need no more credentials, 


And yet, it feems, from the disjointed phrafe 


That gave this to my knowledge, fome harth treatment, 


Which fure to fuch a Son—May I not prefs 
Thy further confidence ? 

Ed. To fuch fage ears * 
To tell a tale of difappointed love 
Muft make the teller bluth: fuffice to fay, 
That for this caufe I lodg’d me in this cell 
Becaufe, by cruel EpEL’s arts mifled, 
He frown’d on my chafte wifhes ; fince the day 


f hid me here twice has yon golden orb 
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Finifh’d his annual round, and here did mean 
To end that life in pining folitude, 
I was forbid t’ enjoy in virtuous Jove. 
Yet truft me, Dane, if, as thofe letters {peak, 
The Genius ftern of Liberty is rous’d, 
And threats the Tyrant’s fall, this hermitage 
No more fhall fhroud me. Truft me, noble ftranger, 
Tl inftant lift beneath fair Freedom’s banners, 
Eager to plant my dagger in the breaft 
Of her fell foe. ‘Then farewell thefe hoar veftments, 
And welcome helm and hawberk. 
Sew. Gallant youth, | 
This zeal fits well upon thy manly front, 
And foon, I deem, thy father and thy country 
Will call it into aétion. For the moment, 
I haften to the fleet to fpread new orders 
Touching its further flay. My Son, I hope, 
Will foon be here; for this thy cell was fixt 
Our place of meeting. If, ere my return, 
The youth arrives, thy courtecy, I truft, 
Will bid him kindly welcome. 
Ed. Asa brother, [Excant feverally. 


SCENE 
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Changes to another part of the Valley. 
Enter EDITHA difguifed in a Forefter’s Habit. 


ED. T.H-A, 
Thus far, tho’ long and dreary was the way, 
Have I adventur’d fafely ; and am now 
Secure from all purfuit. Yet like the hare 
That pants, and trembles, and with prick’d-up ears 
Still thinks the hound is nigh, her fpeed had foil’d 5" 
So do I ftart, and ftop, and fear.a foe 
In every ruftling breeze. The houfewife, fhe 
That with her oaten cakes and curdled cream 
At yonder homely cabin late refrefhed me, 
Has made me much her debtor. . Heaven fo {mile 
On this day’s bufine(s, as its juftice merits ; 
Then to the Princefs fhall my grateful tongue 
Make fair memorial of that gentle Hoftefs, 
The FALCONER appears on ihe brow of a high bil? 
zf to the loft. 

Fal. What ho! young Dane what ho! I have done 

R4 my 
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my._errand,. the. fleet. lye to. the fouth eaft trimly array’d 
and fafely anchored... What ho! do’ft not hear me?. » 
£d.. Ye Saints defend me!: fure I heard a voice. 

his is no. place.of fafety. [Exit haftily. 
Fal. What ho! why flyeft thou? Have I not done as 


thou baddeft me? [ De/cena ding the hill.) Murrain take him! 


fii 


if this young fcape-gallows. has not left me. What ho! 
Mafter Cup-bearer! I might as well. whittle to the winds 
as try to recall him, O that aman of my age and fober 
fenfe fhould ever turn out fach a- fool! firt he makes me 
climb up a. hill, as fleep as a. very ladder, ‘to. look out 
for the Danith fleet, as. if the young knave (who within 
the year I truft has been many a time whipt for climbing 
his neighbours. pear trees) was not. far fitter for fach an: 
errand.. Up. however climbs .1, at -the manifeftrifk oof 
burfting my old lungs; does the bufinefs ; {pys the fleet ; 
advertifes him of it, and what get I for my trouble, but: 
the fight of a pair of light heels, and the comfort of be. 
ing left alone in a perilous wood? My only confolation is 
that, being a ftranger to the country, he may peradventyre 
return here for my guidance; therefore in that ex. 
pectation will I jit down and ref iyfeif a little, Hit; 


hift, what ruftling y 


Sy 


as that.n the gien to the left! | Mercy 


rd Uswaup himlelf, the very man it was 


Our 
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our \bafinefs-to feize. “And now ia the very nick of time 
this young traitor has left me. To attack him by myfelf 
were very madnefs, and yet, had I but the courage to do 
it, I were a made man all my life after. “Now if’ he were 
not armed 
Enter OSWALD haftily and feixes the Falconer by the 


throat. 


Of What errand brought thee here? fpeak, caitiff, fpeak, 
Fal. O for mercy! what? fpeak when I am throtled ! 
forthe love of St. Hilda flacken thy gripe. 
O/- Quit then thy ftafF and all thy other arms, 
That dagger in thy belt. Lye there, thou ruffian. 
[ Throws him down and lifts his fword over him. 
Nay, if thou fiir’ft this point is in thy heart. 
Fal. Spare my life, noble Earl, fpare but my life and 
"Il ‘difcover the whole truth. I was decoy’d ‘here, it is 
true, on the felonious intent of finding where you had be~ 
flowed the Princefs ARGENTILE, 
Of And dof thow own it, daftard ! 
Fal. Alas! what would lying about the matter do for 
me? Nay, more, I was fpirited up to endeavour to make 
eizure of your honour’s perfon. Not that I ever meant 
fo attempt it fingle-handed. ‘The young rogue, that was 


{worn 
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fworn to afift me, has left me here, like a vagabond and 
coward: as» he is.- -And now haying told the whole 
truth, let me beg on- my knees — [ Offering to rife. 

Os. Nay if: thou ftirret ! 

. Fal. That frown, gracious Sir, is enough for me. O 
for.mercy withdraw that lifted blade! only till I fay one 
fhort prayer to St. Hilda, that. fhe may intercede. with 
your honour to fpare my life. 

[ Ofwald takes the belt that hung over the Falconer’s 
fooulder and swith that and the quarter flaff pinions 
his arms. 

O/. Now, ‘Fraitor, thou.art fafe ; I will not kill thee, 

Fal. No, noble Oswaup, if thou. didft, the more 
would be the pity for me, and the lefs the profit for thyfelf'; 
for thereby wouldft thou lofe.the knowledge of what, once, 
told, would be:worth the purchafe of my pardon, nay, of 
my freedom,; 

O/- Goto: Declare that knowledge. 

Fal. Would yon, Sir, be pleafed to climb yonder hill 
with me, I would thew your honour a fight would do you 

good. to fee ; for 1am fhrewdly out of my politics, if he, 
that has run;away'from one King, would not be very fain 


to put himfelfunder the, proteCion. of another. 
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Of What mean’ft thou, knave 7 
Fal. Nothing, pleafe your worfhip, but this: ‘That 


whereas in“ your prefent‘condition, craving your pardon, 


you are liable to be taken up for a (Iwill not name 
the word it is fo hardly favoured) You might by my 
honeft affiftance find fafer refuge for yourfelf; than thefe- 
old oaks and underling briars will be long able to afford 
you. Now the Danifh fleet being at prefent’ within 
hailing — 

O/- Sayft thou the Danifh fleet ? and not yet fail’d ! 

Fal. I fay it, Sir, and {wear it to boot’; for I faw it 
ju now with thefe eyes lying fhug at anchor in a bay 
under the other fide of that cliff. 

O/. Ha! this is news indeed, my Royal charge 
Is then fecure. ll hafte to lead her thither. 

[Exit haftily. 

Fal. Nay for mercy’s fake, for the fake of all honour’ 
and juftice take off thefe gyves firft, and let me follow! 
Heugh! a lad of fixteen would not have gone off much 
more nimbly. He is as quick at the work, as my late 
honeft friend and companion the Cup-bearer. Honefty, 
there is no fuch thing now a days ‘in the world! Youth 
and age, fixteen and ‘fixty makes no difference as to that 


i matter. 
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matter. Iam right ferv’d for not bargaining better for 
my liberty, before I told my, fecret ; and nothing, but the 
manifeft fear of death before my eyes, abfolves me from 
the title and ftile of mere driveller. All I have now to do 
is to waddle up and down the foreft, like a yoked gander, 
till fome pitiful Forefter (if there be pity in the kind) fets 
me at liberty; In the hope of which I now begin my 
pilgrimage 
[Exit Falconer, 


END OF THE THIRD ACT, 
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Another Part of the Valley. 


Enter ARGENTILE in the Drefs of a Shepherdefss 


ARGENTILE. 
Welcome thefe ruffet weeds, this paftoral crook, 
More welcome than the fceptre and the train ! 
Thefe are the fimple ’tire that Nature meant 
Her votaries fhould wear; {weet {miling Health, 
And Happinefs, and Peace her holy fifters, | 
Never wore other, when, in better days, 
They deign’d to dwell with mortals. Hail, thrice hail, 
Thou folitary {cene! how far beyond 
The pageantry of:courts thy ftillnefs charms ! 
This grove my fighs fhall confecrate; in fhape 
Of fome fair tomb, here will I heap the turf, 
And call it ApELBRIGHT’s. Yonaged yew, 
Whofe rifted trunk, rough bark, and knarled roots 
Give folemn proof of its high antientry, 


Shall canopy the fhrine. There’s not a flower, 
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That hangs'the dewy head and feems:to WEED; - 
As pallid blue bells,..crow-toes, and marth lillies, 
But [’ll plant here ; and, if they chance to wither; 
My tears fhall water them: there’s not a bird 
That trails a fad foft-note,. as ringdoves do, 
Or twitters: painfully like the dun martlet, 
But I will lure, by my beft art, to roof 
And plain them in thefe branches. Larks and finches 
Will I fright hence, nor ought fhall-dare. approach 
This penfive fpot, fave folitary things 
That love to:mourn, as I do. 
Enter OSWALD. 

O/. Gracious Miftrefs! 
T come with news. 

Arg. Is En1rH< then found? 

O/ I know not.that— 
. Arg. Alas! why-would’ft thou mock me? 

O/. Thé*Danes, the Danes are {till upon our Coafts « 
J learn’dthe-tidings of a treacherous {py, 
Whons J difarm’d and ‘bound ;:.and:haft’ning back 
Mounted yon hill, where Dmyfelf beheld 
Their goodly fleet, fome: fifteen fail or more, 


Moor’d in a neighb’ring creek. Pitch’d on the beach 


Stood-there a gallant tent, where, I not doubt, 


The 
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‘The Envoy fojouris. Let me bear you quickly 
To his ptotection; for, I fear me much, 
Difcov’ry waits us here. 

4rg. No, OswarD, no$ 
Til Evitua be found will not leave 
This fecret nook). Did thou not’promife me 
To hie thee where the parting.road might chance 
Miflead her ftep? 

O/. I did; but this event— 
O let me inftant lead you to the ftrand ! 

Arg. What, Oswaxp! and forego the plighted word 
I gave poor Evirua!-Here did I fix: 
Our place of meeting ; Holy truth forbid 
I fhould deceive her! Harte thee hence again. 
Till her I fee, I can refolve'on nothing. 
Take thou the valley, I myfelf will:mount 
Yon fide-long*hill. »°Myeye is younger, Earl, 
And may defcry her fooners «This when'try’d, 
Some two hours hence we’ll:meet at this fame yew. 
Lets lofe:no time nay; anfwer not good OswaLD; 
But to the fearch- “To-morrow thou fhalt rule, 


If fhe be found to day. Heav’n {peed thy errand. 


_SCENS 


Another part of the Valley. 
Enter CURAN ia Forefer’s Habits 


CURAN.,. 

How have the mazy tangles of this wood 

Miiled my fteps! fince he, the faithlefs Falconer, 

If faithlefs, or perchance himfelf mifled, 

Left me to journey with uhguided foot _ 

Thro’ this wild wildernefs. The opening vale 

Now fpreads a broader paths yet, ere I take it, 

Turd as Iam, I’ll climb this rocky fteep, 

Which towers fo high that it infures a fight 
Of the broad fea. Methinks I’m near it now 3 
For on my breaft the gale beats light and keen; 
And has withal a fmack of brine upon it, 
That feems as frefhly ftolen from the wave. 
I hope ’tis fo; for much my ftrength is {pent 
With this long ramble. By your leave, fair bank! 
Ere I mount further up this rugged hill, 

"Il prefs awhile your violets and daifies 
With my tir’d limbs. What if I fleep awhile? 
This white thorn brake will {creen me, and the brook, 
That 
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That babbles at its foot, perfuades to it 


Mof mufically ; prattle on, cool neighbour! 
ll take thy council and forget my care. LHe fleeps. 
Enter ARGEN TILE. 

Not here! full fure I faw from yonder heights 

My Eprrwa, in her green huntfman’s tire, 

Bolt from the coppice. It was all too diftant 

To mark her features, yet it fure was fhe; 

For they, the boorith inmates of thefe hamlets, 
Have none fo gentle Carriage. I'll not holla, 

Left haply I affright her. "Tis moft certain 

She paft by this fame dingle. Gracious Powers! 
And here I find her couch’d ; her faithful head 
Wrapt in her {canty mantle! poor {pent wench, 
How fait does fleep infold thee! It were fin 
To break thy flumbers. I will fit, and watch thee, 
As oft thy faithfulnefs, in better days, 

Has bended o’er my pillow. How her eye 

Will gliften when fhe wakes! How will it ftart, 
With a glad tear, to fee her Miftrefs near her! 

Yes, the kind Maid will weep. I crave thy pardon, 
'Thou’rt now a lufty yeoman, and in truth 

Thy goat fkin belt, tagg’d with thy bugle horn, 
And all thy foreft geer become thee mainly : | 
Vou, IT, otis ca Nay 
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Nay, thou might’ft pafs, (thy fofter features fhrouded 
Thus as they are) full well for what thou art not. 
Yet, my. beft Epitna, this rugged {tone 
Seems but a churlifh boliter ! La will raife 
Thy head, and ——Mercy fhield me, ha! 

He tse | [ Starts hark while Curan wakes. 

Cur. Where am I? Se SH PLOT 

Methought fome angel whifper’d me, and wak’d me: 
T fee it ftill, but ah! it flies; flay | flay! — ) 


Divineft vifion, that e’er blet my flumbers ! 


*Tis not a vifion, , for I grafp her hand! . ae o 
But yet a “warmth, a foftnels all cocleftial | a 
Thrills at the touch. O fpeak, thou wond’rous creature, 
And tell me what thou art! 

Arg. Ani Innocent Maid,. 
That took thee for another like herfelf, 
Forgive the crime of error ! quit my ‘hand, 
Or I fhall faint thro’ fear. — ees 
Cur. Why doft thou tremble, CaP eens 
Thou matchlefs paragon? by all the Saints 
Thou art ‘as 4afe-—as facred-<} en 
4rg. But not free, 
While thus you feize my fond 
Cur, Thy pardon, faireft ! 


[ is 
It was a boldnefs nothing,’ but the fear 
Of lofing thee, could prompt, and for that boldnefé 
Such fear muft plead excufe. Doft thou forgive ?> 
Arg. Ido, if fo you fuffer me to leave you. 
Cur. Stay but a moment. [’ma wand’ring youth, 
Whom the wild mazes of this wood mifled : 
You muft, for very charity, direc ples 
My witlefs ftep. * : . 
#irg. Where art thou bound * 
Cur. I know not. 
There would I bide, where I could tend on you; 
And call you my heart’s idol. fares - 
“Arg. Ceale, bold youth! 
I muft not hear thee. 
Cur. Thou would’ft hear, fair nymph, 
All this and more from him, that happy youth, 
For whom while flumb’ripg here it was fo late - 
Thy error, and my blifs, that I fhould pafs. 
O for the wealth of this, and ev’ry ifle, 
The broad fea circles; I would give it all 
To be that youth ! | | 
4rg. In footh you wrong me, ftranger ; 
I know none fuch, ari 
Cur. Indeed ! 
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Arg. Or if I do, 
*Tis one whom, finding, I fhéuld call my brother. 
Cur. Would I were then that brother! No, not that; 
It is too cold a wifh; éan brothers feel 
That throbbing extacy, that trembling ardor, 
That wraps me from myfelf, fires all my foul, 
And tells me thou art dearer far than fifter, ; 
Father, or friend, dearer than life itfelf ? 
Arg. Ah! hope not, youth, tho’ praétis’d as thou feem’R, 
More than enough, in all thofe flattering: arts 
"That falfe men ufe to guile unwary-matds ; 
Tope not to. win my credence fo.ai tale 
So palpable, and. grofs: we'are but.now; 
Some moments paft, ‘Grft\met, and me.thou lov’ft 
(Shame on thy. fabling: tongue). dearer than life. 
Cur. 1 do, and call the {weet celerity, 
With which Ilove, bef witnefs of. its truth, 
Say, I had feen thee once (if poffible) 
And but approv’d: thy beauties ;«if at fecond, 
Third, or fome after meeting love had grown 
From that approof, I then had fchool’d my heart 
And queftion’d its tame motions,.call’d in. judgment 
‘To weigh in her flow fcale the due degree 
Of my cool paffion. No, thou fylvan wonder; 
I faw 
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I faw thee and I lov’d, without one pauife Pair at 
*T wixt fight and love ; and I muft love thee:ever, 
Becaufe I-lov’d fo foon. 
Arg. And do I flay 
To hear thee? 
Cur. Why not flay? the bleffed:fpirits, 
That rove yon realms of light, might deign defcend 
To hear a tale of love-fo chafte as mine, 
And bear their faintly purity to Heav’n 
Unfullied as it came. 
Arg. Was I, like them, 
Secure from mortal frailnefs, tru me, youth, 
I would not bid thee peace ;. but as lam 
A fimple maid, whofe very fimplenefs 
Makes her (fo fet with {nares is this bad world) 
Only the readier prey; I muft not hear thee ; 
Indeed I muft not. Fare thee well, good Youth ! 
A gentle one thou feem’ft; and, footh to fay, 3 
Such as, if chance had fixt thee-in this vale 
My rural neighbour, I had been well pleas’d 
To call a friend. 
Cur. O! call me fo fweet Maid, 
And I will ever— 
Arg. Hear me out, kind flranger. 
S 3 I faid, 
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I faid, had chance fo fixt thee, and withal 
Had’ ft thou with that fame: ruftic fhamefac’dnefs: 
Demean’d thy felf as-fimple fhepherds -ufe, 
Nor dar’d to:talk, ‘but of our flocks and herds; 
Or healing roots, their properties, and powers, 
And which is found on hills, ‘which loves to dip 
Its tendrils in the ftream—which flaunts on meads, 
And fuch like: inn’cent themes—sbut this thy rafhnefss - 
Not to fay boldnefs, now has all undone, 
And therefore muft I leave thee, 

Cur. Stay thee, nymph, 
Or let me follow thee !° 

Arg. | haveian uncle, 

With whom I dwell; who, fhould:He meet thee; youth) © 

Would chide thy. frowardnefs. 
Cur. “Aly! let him chide, 

“So thow but pitieft me. 

us! Arg.°iAnd canft thou hope it? - 

Gur Ah) why not hope frommthee, what:l fight hope 
From yon bright throne of mercy? Pity thence 
Falls‘on the penitent. Forgive then,) faireft, 

This firft offence’; and tho’ I love thee ftill 
To defperation—do not fly—my tongue 


“Shall-ne’er again declare it.’ Stay, my fair; 


{ em 
T’ll talk alone of flocks, ‘and Rowetss and -herbs;' 

So thou but liften me: and artthou' gone? io 

I dread thy frown:as'death;: yet more than death= ss oJ 
I dread thy abfences ‘therefore Pll:purfue thee. [Lxecunt. 


& 
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yee pected 


Changes to another Part of the Valley near the Hermitage. 
Enter EDITHA followed by the FALCONER, .» + 


ED I T Hi Avit wa re isi xO 
Begone, falfe traitor! bleflings on the manyy:: 
Whoe’er he:be, thatthackled thus.thy-arms !- 
Unbind them, Ruffian? no, juftice forbids 
Thy fait, and prudence too. .-[:willnot aid thee. 

Fal. Nay fweet, dear lady, untie but: this-one: hard 
knot, that cramps my wrift-fo miferably, (was I to tell 
her’ that: Lord Os watn tied «it *twould, ftand ‘me- but in 
{mall ftead; therefore I’ll hide that part of the:ftory) [afde] 
now for metcy’s fake, moft gentle lady--(for that. fair 
face of your’s befpeaks you to-be a. gentle-lady,. far more 
truly than my rough, one; declares, me.a falfe traitor), do 
but fuffer your:white hands to condefcend to. fo charitable 
S 4 any 
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an office, and I will follow yow-ever after thro’ -this dreary 


wildernefs, like a tame fpaniel’s nay,.on-occafion be your 

bold maftiffe; to-defend you from wrong and robbery. 
Ed. ‘O my difattrous fate ! I’ve mifs’d the path, 

Purfued by this:vile fpy of wicked Epe.. 

Whither to turn I know not, or how drive 

This mifcreant from me. Ha! :a:hut is near ; 

"Fhe -hallow’d rood fixt on its thatched top 

Speaks it the cell of fome fage folitary. 

What if T feek'afylum for a while 

Beneath his lonely roof! The good old man 

For chriftian charity will guide me hence, 

When'my fpent limbs have refted me awhile. 

Nay, he perchance, in pity tomy ¢afe, 

May force this knave to leave mew: 

[Raps atthe door of the Cell. 

Holy Sir! 

A young and toil-worn traveller:invokes 

Your aid, -and from your faintly orizons 

Is:fain to fteal a’moment, ‘not mifpent, 

If giv’n.in charity to‘help the wretched, 

He anfwers not. He is not in the cell. 

¥et thro’ this wicker grate I-{py»his beads, 

His:book, andilamp, the-oil-yet:burning ‘in it, 
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het me attempt the latch: at-is not:bair’d. ’ 
He cannot be far off. Vl venture in. 

Fal. Now that would not’ ]..do fora King’s ranfom 5 
for fhouldthe in his abfence venture but to,touch his 
breviary or any ofvhis»holy.. geer; fhe. may chance, be: 
ftruck with a dead palfey for the facrilege....I have often 
heard of fuch mifadventuresi I fhall,.however take no 
harm, I truft, if 1 ftand here at. this due, diftance and 
watch the upfhot. But here-comes the .old.Hermit,. and 
a fine long, white, venerable. beard. is he bleft withal ; 
eighty years growth, [’ll.warrant it; Yet walks he wathal 
as upright as a wand. This comes of temperance and 
{pare diet! I fhall.never look half fo well at his. years. 

Enter, EK. DW LN. 

Ed. Vve trod yon path.in vain. . The Envoy’s Son, 
I look’d,- ‘mutt have been here by early dawn, 
And now the golden fun-has half-way reach’d 
His noontide fammig, Some mifchance, I. fear— 
Who have we here’? His face.I:know full well. 
Tis the King’s Falconer ;-there be.fpies abroad. 
Who art thou, yeoman, and what rufian hand 
Has thus enthrall’d thee? | 

Fal. Alas! Holy Father, we. live in fuch :bad .times, 


that nobles. may ;be called rufians, acting as. thou feelt, 
thus 
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thus ruffian like: -Imfew: wordsoTeam neither more ‘nor 
Jefs than his Majefty’s: Yeoman Palconer'come: hither, I 
trow, on no-difloyal ‘errand, !but to. dete@ difloyalty ‘in 
the perfon of a certain great:Earl,- who; :forsreafons beft 
known to himfelf, has felonioufly decoy’d from:our court 
the fair Princefs ArcEenTtLeés il have already,: ev’n 
under the hinderance of thefe»vile gyves, ‘found means 
to come up ‘withone ftray'kid of the flock; ‘namely the 
Lady Epirua. | i 

Ed. Stwpendous chance ! arid wheres 

Fal, Now, would’ your holinefs pleafe to untie thefe 
bonds and lend me the key:of ‘your cell; I'would inftantly 
make her:my prifoner, for in'that' cell‘have I kennel’d hep, 

Ed. The Lady Evi wa, and in my cell! 

Say’ thou'in very truth? 

Fal. Nay, was you to fee’ her,’‘you ‘might charice to 
‘think mea liar; for her preferit humour’ is to“man it’in ‘a 
‘green jerkin’ and’ hoes, but’l fpy’d “her thro’ all her dif. 
guifes ;° therefore would’ft thou but’ affit’ me in detaining 

er ’twould’ be the making ‘of ws both; as for your fane- 

'tity I ‘could’ promife in the King’s name to-dub'you'an 
Abbot: for myfelf, as being no clerk, I thall-be content 
with fimple Knighthood. 

£d. Peace, fellow, peaces’ Let me refle& awhile 
ud sido .ugah ASS Te 
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It-muft-not be.- ~’This meeting is toonfaddeats act 

It might o’ercome her-{pwits; yet to hide. »:+ 

My.tranfports much.exceeds a mortal’s power. 

O you, ye radiant tutelary powers, 

‘That rule our deftinies, arm, arm my foul 

With your own pradence! make me for a while 7. 

‘Fhat. old and wither’d anchorite I feem+ ies 

Chill the. warm tide of joy, ‘that boils within me! - 

Be all my paflions mortified and dead, 

Till reafon bids them wake. to life, and rapture! «- 

itis refolved, - I ftill will) be difguis’d. 

Now to the interview——Villain, approach not ! 

If, thou but ftirr’t one-ftep nearer yon, threfhold, 

I’ve fpells within fhall, fhrivel up thy limbs,» .,;~ 

As light’ning blafts the oak! [ Exit, Edwin. 
Fal. Yes truly, and L.doubt it not; for there: be many 

of. thefe folitaries, who; holy as. they may feem, amufe 

themfelves now. and ‘then with as unhallowed a trade.as 

downright, witchcraft... Now if the, fight. of.a young 

wench. in that Jonely place fhould: conjure: up a.devil in 

his own breaft |, But ’tis.ul talking of the. devil, fee where 

he comes— Aials an § | 

Enter OSWALD. 

O/) Knave; are we met again? 

Fal, In footh, noble Sir, this fecond meeting was 

none 
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none of my feeking, whatever the firft was; and ewn 
then I never wifh’d-to meet you fingle handed. 

O/ I then indeed did leave my work half done 
I now will finifh it. Thy feet no longer 
Shall crawl at farge ; they too hall have their fetters. 

Fal. Have ye no bowels ? this exceeds the barbarity 
of a turk or an infidel, Help, good father, help! ‘will 
you fee a good chriftian murder’d in’ the very purlieus of 
your holy place? . 

Re-enter EDWIN. 

Ed. What bloody ‘bufinefs, inthe face of day; 
Does'the' arch fiend of darknefs now attempt, “ 

To flain our holy fanétuary >? avaunt! 

Whate’er thou art. .(Juit Heav’ns it is my father 

This day doth teem with wonders): OE Afide; 

Gracious beard, ; 

Conceal me from his knowledge'! ho Bide, 

Whence? what art thou, 

That thus,’in fierce and menacing att, aflault’s 

This peaceful traveller? 

O/, I’know him, Seer, 
To be'a villain, and a dangerous fpy. 
Iam an honeft yeoman, and [bide 


Vth neighb’ring valley. 
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Fal:.*Tis 1, good Sir Hermit, that, am the. honeft 
yéoman, and he, faving his nobility, no better than a. 
falfe bes 
O/. Be filent, knave, .or.this.avenging blade 


Shall nail thy tongue faft.in thy traitor jaws. 
Poor.coward, may’ft thou bope that this fame Hermit, 
"Fhus old, thus palfted, if he.dar’d to aid thee. 

Could fhield thee from my fury ! 

Fal. Why indeed it muft needs be faid, when one 
feels that plaguy ftrong twift of your honor’s wrift, that 
one cannot have much hope of that in. a natural way ; 
but if he was fo minded, being a holy man, he might-by 
his prayers-<and yet after all it may be as well now at 
once to yield to thee at difcretion. .[O/wald binds. bis feet. 

Ed: Take not his life. aw 

O/. I do not mean it, Father. 

Pil butfecure the knave from further mifchief. 

Fal. Look ye, my Lord, noble yeoman I mean,. what- 
éver mifchief might:have been.in. my intention, as we 
are all finners you know, I have done you none in prac= 
tice. I told you one piece of news, .you. know, that 
pleas’d: you fo much, that you. pinion’d my. arms far. it, 
and now that you have fhackled my legs. I could tell. you 
another, that would pleafe you ftill better. But this I 


do not mean, unlefs you will fet both at their liberty. 
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Of Give me thy news, and let me ‘judge its worth 
Fal. Know then; ‘that the Princefs’s sentlewomait is— 

but will you.in'very deed promife me my freedom? 

Ed. Thereis no need. 1 without fee will {peak 
The reft;' fhe now ‘is lodg’d'in yonder cell. 

Fal. Methinks now, mafter’ Hermit, you might, in 
charity to ‘my ‘pitiful plight, have fuffer’d me to make 
fome fmall ‘profit by my own fecret. 

O/. Hafte, call her forth. 

Ed. Alas, Sir, long fatigue 
Has much exhaufted her too tender frame! 

Ev’n now my {kill was charitably bent 

On brewing cordials, which might belt reftore 

Her ftrength and {pirits. ee 
Of Truft me, Holy-Father,: : 

I am her beft phyfician. Lead“me to- ha 
£d. Wait but a little hour, 

O/, Noy*I-‘mutt fee 
Her inftantly ; for the is dear'to'me. © 

Ed. Dear to thee! O repeat the blefled* word 4 
Whatshas: my rafhnefs utter’d ? 

[Aide having thro? joy altered bis voice intoits vatural 

tone in the preceding line.] | 

O/ Sure-that voice 
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And yet it cannot besHeav’ns, howl tremble? 5 
It_pierc’d my very foul.!, furely it-came. 
Thro’ the thin air, .not-from his aged organs: ;: 
But ftillit.was the. voice of my lot Epwiw.: 
[Leaning again the fide of \a rock. a 
_ £d, Hence with difguife! it-was indeed.thy Epw1w’s ; 
For thou haft cail’d him thine... { Palling.of his beard.] 

O/. This is too much pF alling into: bis Son's arms.) 
Strengthen me, Heav’n, to bear it! 

Ed. O my Father! 

O/. My Son, my Son,. words cannot ea my. sActorater 
Lead me into thy manfion, ,. 

Ed. Paufe a while, , 

And blefs me on this {pot with your forgivencis;. 
Or on this fpot again reject your fon! 

O/, Reje&t thee, “Epwan ts, 

Ed. Yes, fir, here this inftant ! 

Nay take the very life blood, which ye gave me; 
But take it here; for Epimua.as yet. 
Knows nat-L liye, -therefore the will not-weep. 

O/. But fhe fhall weep, and‘weep fuch' teats as thefe, “ 
See how they courfe, my. boy, down, thefe old cheeks ! 
Doft pardon me, Enwin,?..J fee thou. doft. | 
Thy Epiraa is thine ; this hand.thall join you, 


¥ 


Let’s 
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Let’s to the happy bufinefs. Hafte, my Sows 


This is a meeting of that wond’rous fort, 
As feems contrived by holier agents. far 
‘Than common chanee. 

Ed. itis, and my full foul 
Pioufly thanks their holy agency. 

Vet, Sir, if I reveal myfelf thus rafhly 
To tender Enirua, 1 fear me much— 

O/. Fear nothing, Son ! at fuch a fateful time 
He aéts the beft, who aéts upon the fudden, 
And is but engine to the purpofes 
Of thofe fupernal workers, who difdain 
The aid of our weak reafon; nay, perchance, 
May frown if it fubmits not to their guidance. 
«But who comes here? 

Enter a DANE. 

Dane. The Danifh Envoy, Father, 
Commends him to your benizon, and afks 
For tidings of his Son. 

Ed. Hence, Sir, with fpeed, 

And tell him, tho’ that Son be not return’d, 
I fhall full foon attend him at his tent 


With news of fpecial moment. [Exit Dane. 
I not doubt, [ Zo Ofwald. 
The Princefs, Sir, is lodg’d in fafety near us, 


O/ 
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O/. She is—and foon as I have feén my daushter.— 
Ed. O, Sir, this goodnefs overcomes me wholly ! 
What fhall I do or fay? 3 
O/ Follow me, boy, 
Into the cell. A moment there fhall fhew 
How kindly I will own her for my child, 
How make her thine for ever. ‘Then, my Son, 
Vl with thee to the flrand, falute the Envoy, 
And plan, while Heav’n beholds us with a {mile, 


How bett to avenge the wrongs of ARGENTILE. 


END OF THE FOURTH ACT, 
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Scene on the Sea Shore, at the Entrance of the Ambaffz. 


dor’s Tent, with the Danifh Fleet lying at Anchor. 
Enter SEWOLD with an OFFICER. 


SEW OLD: 
Say’{t thou not yet return’d? Away with hope! 
Tt cannot be but fome untoward chance 
Has foil’d his cunning ; haply the poor Prince, 
Fetter’d end famith’d in fome loathfome dungeon, 
Calis me to fuccour him. © He fhall not call 
In vain. Hafte, Gothmund ; difembark the troops. 
V'll lead them to the Caflle. [Exit Officer 
Coming thus 
In menacing guife, with fuch an armament, 
Suddenly on the King, he muft, thro’ fear, 
Give up my royal charge. Yet muft I fill 
Conceal his lineage, left the Tyrant. prove 
Unwilling to give up a prize fo precious. 
Meanwhile, if OswaLp brings the Princefs here, 


Whe 
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Who fhall receive her >—Hark! the found of flens 


N aibéeg 


Haply the Prince—No ’tis the youthful Hermit. 
Enter OSWALD and EDWIN. 
Ed. Heav’n and its peace protect thee, noble Dane! 
Behold a Saxon, who, tho’ mean ir garb, 
Is rich in blood and honour. He comes fraught 
With tidings, that import thee much to know. 
Admit him quickly to thy tent. 
Sew. As friends, 
I pray ye, enter both. 
Ed. Not fo, my Lord ; 
Pil wait without. His private bufinefs told, 
If it then feem thee meet to ufe my fervice, 
Ev’n to its beit that fervice fhall be your’s. 
Sew. I thank thee and retire. 
[ Exeunt Sewold and Ofwald, 
£d. Indulgent ftars! 
Thus far beyond all hopes your fav’ring afpect 
Has crown’d my with. The miftrefs of my foul, 
My Eprrua is mine! A Father’s {mile _ 
Gives fanétion to our loves. What now remains, 
But that, obfequious to the call of juftice, 
We fpirit up the Dane to guell the Tyrant? 
And fee, full well I deem to aid our purpofe, 


T 2 Forth 
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Forth from the fwelling fides of yon proud veffel 


An armed band is pour’d ; another yet, ; 
And yet a third yields up her martial burthen ! 
Enter OFFICER aad SOLDIERS: 

I'l] hail their leader—Benedicite, 
Brave Warrior ! may a peaceful Anchorite, 
Unus’d to fights like thefe, afk with due deference 
Wherefore ye quit your anchor’d fhips, and why, 
Your bright helms glittering to the golden fun, 
Ye march in fhew of dread hoftility ? 

Ofi. Lord Sewoup, Envoy:of illuftrious Denmark, ; 
So wills. 

Ed, And may I crave your numbers, valiant Dane? 

Ofi. Five thoufand ftrong : Men whofe try’d hardihood 
Full oft have cop’d-with twice that number, Father, 
Unfoil’d ; ‘for never yet on hoftile fhore 
Did they defcend, but ViCtory fat.and faril’d 
Crefting their fable raven. ..-Txuft me, Seer, 
This is no,wordy vaunt. 

Ed. I will not think it; 
For, to my judgment, never march’d a train, 
Whofe noble bearings more befpoke their prowefs. 
Each common bowman treads with that firm ftep, 


Might fit a fpearman. 
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Of. Hermit, thou fay’ft well; 
For thefe be men cull’d from our veteran troops 
To honor what was meant an Embaflage 
Of Peace and Amity; but now, it feerhs, 
We muft to our old trade, to blows and bloodthed. 
We know our craft. You, Captain, to the right; 
You to the left, and wedge in clofer file. 
Now mount the raven, bid the trumpet fpeak. 
Ed. 'Tranfporting found! the glorious clangor thrills 
Thro’ every nerve. Off with thefe weeds of floth! 
I am, I feel myfelf once more a foldier ! 
[ZZrows of his difeuife and appears in armour. 
Ofi. Hah! what is this’ my hoary beadfman chane’d 
To-a ftout well-arm’d champion? by your leave, 
Young butterfly juft broke from wintry flough, 
I mean to pinch your wings. Guards, feize the fpy ! 
- Ed, Off Sirs, and know mé for the friend of Denmark ! 
Ofi. A foe might fay as much; but where’s the Dane 
Would take him at his word? Art not a Saxon? 
Ed. Tam. 
Ofi. And therefore, ftubborn Sir, my prifoner— 
Ed. cannot blame thy caution, plain-tongu’d foldier ; 
Therefore, till noble SewoLp quits his tent, 
I yield me patiently. 
T 3 Offi. 


Of. Patience on choice, 
Or force, it matters not; thow muftbe patient : 
Yet, if Lord Szewotp owns thee for his friend; 
Thy durance will be fhort, for fee he comes ! 
Enter OSWALD and SEWOLD. 
O/. This is a gallant fight, it.gladsimy foul— 
But where is En wtn? 
Ed. Here Sir) and; if “freed; 
y to ferve the Dane, and in that duty 
My Father, Queen, and penne: 
Sew. What is this? 

[ Seeing Edwin detained by the Guards. 
Releafe him, Gaards, and let me clafp his valour. ¥o, 
Know, Earl, while yet this fon was lof to thee; 
He was my courteous hoit, and in his prudence, 
Join’d with his heritage of thy known honor, 
I fo confide, that, let him’ give the word, 
And I and all thefe veterans will obey 
His brave behefts. Behold, ye Men of Denmark, 
Into the valiant grafp of this young Lord 
I place my ftaff of Office ! Denmark’s weal 
Prompts me to this: as fecond in command, 
Be it my pride'to join him. Sound the'clarion, 
And hail brave Enwin general. ~ [Fvonurifo and foout. 
Ed. 


Ed. Noble Dane! 
Thou fhalt not find this weighty truft repos’d 

In idle hands... My deeds fhall.fpeak my. thanks, 
My father—-need:I to remind your care 

Of abfent Epirua? 

Ofw. Dll go; my fon, 

And lodge her fafely with her royal miftrefs ; 

Yet, e’er I go, thus let me-clafp thee to me; 

And call down.bleffings with.a father’s favour 

On thy dear head, thy troops, and their, juft caufe, 
Yet mark me, fon, when fecret thou haft brought 
Thefe veterans near the walls,. I deem it beft 
Thou fhould’ft difmifs fome trufty fpy to ALDRED, 
Our honour’d kinfman,, Captain.of the Guards ; 
So, on the infant when thy valour fpreads 

Th’ affault without, he, by revolt within, 
‘May feize the Citadel; ‘this if thou doft, 

(And to this end my letters have prepar’d him) 
Succefs is certain. 

Edw. I will lay the Council 
‘lofe to my heart... Thy blefiing, father! Now 
Envoy I’m thine.. Come on, ye Danith lyons, 
VI lead you. to your prey! A wily Tyrant 

Shall fall beneath the fangs of your juft vengeance, 


‘Fame as the coward fla 


! [ Exeunt feverally. 


T 4 SCENE 
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SCE Ne ay ad. 


A Cottage m another part of the Valley: 


Out of a Wood on one fide enter CURRAN, 
There in yon copfe, beneath a fpreading elm, 


The night did ‘pafs wpon my flumbering hea 


4 


ral 


And fcatter’d, as fhe went, from*her dun wing 


. dream ; wild and disjointed all, 


3} 
0) 
Ha 
S< 
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ng: for they all, in colours bright 
Of heaven’s own pencilling, ‘did pi€ture her, 
hom only heav’n can image. Now, methoucht, 
A vifionary bark with ftreamers ‘gay; 
Its oars ftill beating time to warbling harps; 
Bore us to Denmark. Sadden:ndw*the feene 
Was fhifted, and a'cot mantled' with joy 

Nas all our kingdoms yet we'there feem’d crown’d 
With more than kingly bleflings. At’the dawn 
T rofe, and fhook the night-dew'from my veft; 
Then from yon meadow with attentive-care 
I cull’d the ¢hoifeft flowers for feent or hue, 
And wove them.in this garland.. ‘When my fair one 
Quits yonder homely cabbin, (faralas! 


e 


Toe 
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Too homely to enfhrine fo rich a faint) 

This path fhe needs muft take... Here then Pll drop 

The fragrant pledge, in hope that fhe may blefs 

Its weaver by the wearing. . To my wih 

The wicket opens ; ’tis her lovely felf! 

She comes, fhe comes! Thou friendly thicket fhroud me. 
(He retirese 

Enter ARGEN TILE, 

Alas! Alas! the morn is far advanc’d 

And yet no tidings come.of loyal Oswatp, 

Or my dear Epirua. . What’s this, a chaplet? 

Not the dear Maid herfelf could better fort 

Its hues, or with more carelefs, grace combine, 

[’ll place it on my brow, . But, let me te 

No ruftic hand has thus arrar g’d thefe buds. 

This is no foreft workmanfhip. It claims 

A nicer weaver. I might guefs and come 

Near to'the mark of truth, if I pronounc’d 

That comely Youth its maker, who of late 

So long addrefs’d my too indulgent ear. 

A forefter he feem’d, yet fare his phrafe 

Spoke him of gentle lineage, . Blufhing blooms! 

There may be-ouileful fnakes hid in your perfume: 


I dare not ufe your decking. Lie thou there, 
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Sweet wreath! and may fome happier maid, with brow 


Unfhent by care, adopt your gay adornings ; 
They fuit.not with my fadnefs. 
CURAN,. ftartizg from the Thicket. 
So, fweet Maid, j 
Ev’n fo, as that fair hand difcards my wreath, 
Your cruel heart difdains my conftancy! 
Arg. I did not err. Go, Youth, take back thy flowers, 
Fit emblem of thy fexes conflancy, 
Both are but born to fade, 
Cur. Thus to decide 
Ts all too harfha fentence.. If on-me 
Thy frown inflits it, thou fhalt find it falfe, 
Ev’n tho’ for life impos’d. 
4rg. Go, flattering ftranger, 
And footh fome fimpler damfel with the tale. 
Thy truth or falfehood to my abfent ear 
Vill be the fame ;:recklefs alike of both. 
Cur, Wert thou a Queen, as well thy beauty merits, 
Thou would’ft rejoice to rule o’er loyal fubjeéts,; 
Ev’n if thofe fubje&ts ne’er approach’d thy throne. 
I am thy beauty’s vaffal.. Shroud it from me, 
I am thy vaflal fiill.. Thy. frowns or {miles 
May load my vaflalage,.or.make it eafy; 


Yet flill thon art its fov’reign, 


chee Pik EA dees aS a 
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Arg, Fabling-youth, 
Fach quaint allafion in thy {peech bewrays 
The gloiing Courtier. The true Forefter; 
Who to the turtle’s truth compar’d his own, 
Or match’d his wailings with the nightingale’s, 
Would to my ear his fuit more aptly move, 
And more pathetical, than thy. fore’d phrafe 
Set out with royal trimmings. Hie thee hence 
To fome throng’d city. Woo fome noble Virgin, 
May relith better with accufiomed ear 
Thy talk of Queens and Vaflals. I the while 
Will tend my little flock inthis fill vale, 
Lift’ning their rural bleating. 
Cur. Sylvan. Wonder, 

Know, tho’ no inmate of thefe neighb’ring hamlets, 
I have a foul can tafte all rural pleafures, 

Vith thee would court them as the choifeft bleffing 
Heaven has in ftore for mortals, or what next 
To thy fair felf was precious! Try me, fweet one ! 
See with what nimble zeal on yonder cliffs 
Til feck thy ftraggling lambs! at clofe of day 
How fafely pen them in their hurdled cotes ! 


At night how guard them from the prowling wol 


Then ever and anon at fultry noon 
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Shalt thou, o’er-canopied by thickeft thade; 


Recline on this true bofom ; while I breathe 
Light roundelays upon my oaten'reed; 
And lull thee to fweet flumbers. Try me, faire! 

frg. No more, foft youth! Picture not feenes of blifs, 

Which, if in very truth thou deem’d’ft them fuch, 
With me thou ne*er muft fhare: Have I not faid 
My uncle is a fiérn'man and auftére? 

He will not match me with thy alien birth. 

Cur. « The old have intereft ever in their eye ;’” 
So fays a well-prov’d proverb. 'Truft me, Virgin; 
I can a dowery bring will foon o’ercome 
His fcruples, tho’ when poiz’d againft thy worth 
The weightieft ingots of each Indian mine 
Would lightly kick the*beam. 

Arg. Indeed, indeed, 

My heart is-much to blame thus to ‘prolong 

This tender converfe; yet, 1 know not how; 

There is a kind of mufic in his voice, 

And fach a melting mildnefs in his eye 

O that I ne’er had feen him ! [Aide 

Cur; :Turnsthee, Nymph! 

Still let thofe eyes fhed their fweet radiance on me! 


I live but'by thy fimiles.. The jealous flower, 


i 30r 


In its true yellow livery, that fill turns 


Where the fun flames, watching his burning courfe, 


Then nightly droops the head, as he declines, 
Beft parallels:my paflion. 

rg. Gentle Youth, 
Thou haft no caufe to droop, when [ am gone; 
As now perforce I-muft: What if while abfent 
I dar’d to impofe one friendly: office on thee? 

Cur. O blefs me with the errand ! 

Arg. have faid, 
I feek a long-loft brother; could’ thou find him? 
He pairs thee in complexion, drefs, and fize, 
Save fomewhat more of flender.. Nay, fo much 
Alike, thou know’ft I lately took thee for him. 
He journeys from the North along the flatts. 
Could’f thou from any neighb’ring elif detect 
The wand’rer’s ftep, and lead him to this cottage, 
My {miles fhould thank theei 

Cur. Let me prefs that hand 
With thefe chafté lips, and inftaat Lam gone, 


For fuch another blifs, my willing toil 


Would plough the ftormy main. [Exit Curan. 


Arg. Tf he fucceeds 


He brings me back my friend, that-friend erewhile 


Had 


Had with her brought my peace; but now; alas! 
I fear.mie much the better halfzis lodg’d 

In other hands; yet thofe are gentle too— 

Poor ArgentTiLe! how wayward is thy fate— 


I'll to the grove and weep. [Exit Argentile. 
SCEN BEB. Ii 
Scene changesto the Hermit’s Cell, 


Enter EDITHA from within; the FALCONER at 
Some diftance laid on the Ground afleep.- 


E D I'T ‘HAs 

This is a painful paufe ; and joy and fear 
Rule it by turns in my diftra@ted\bofom ! 
Perhaps, ev’n now the Princefs fteep’d in tears 
Laments me loft’: Perhaps my? late-found love, 
Now loft to me again, in civil broils 
Flazards his deareft life. O patience, patience ! 
Grac’d;-as Fam, with:Heav’n’s unhop’d for favours, 
Let me not drive thee hence, who ftill from’ Heav’n 
Call’ down freth favors on the trufting wretch, 
That hugs thee inher bofom, » Whente: that noife4 

PT ts 
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’Tis but the fleeping Falconer’s noify drone: 
Sleep on, thou meddling knave. I need not fear thee, 
Enter OSWALD. 

O/ Health to thee, Virgin, and a length of days 
Profperous as this beginning! I return 
To lead you to our Queen. 

Ed. Dread Earl, your Son 
Did fay ——= 

O/ He did, that with me he’d return; 
But bufinefs more important, (thanks to Heav’n) 
Detains him for a while,. Thy lover, Lady, 
Is now the Danith General, 

Ed. O my fears ! 

O/ Say, doft thou fear? Traft me, I too fhould fear, 
If I could call his mother’s truth in queftion ; 
But he is mine, legitimately: mine, 
And cannot play. the coward, . Yes, my Eowrwn, 
Thou’lt lop the Tyrant’s head;-I nothing doubt it. 
Come on, and in our way to ARGENTILE 
Thou fhalt hear more. But.firft Pll give this-fpy 
His liberty, (Unties the Falconer. 
Rife, Falconer, get thee hence! 
Go tell thy Mafter thou haft found i’the foreft 
A nef of traitors... Tell him where they’re hid, 
And 


= 
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And gain a traitor’s guerdon for thy tidings. 
Hafte on, dear Epirua. 
[Exit pufbing out the Falconer. 
Ed. I do, Sir, tremblingly. 


oC EN Aeate 
Changes near to ARGENTILE’S Cottage, 


Enter CURAN. 
ve climb’d yon cliff in vain. This to the right 
Remains untry’d; yet this way e’er I reach it 
I may, perhaps, again behold that form, 

Which makes all others viewlefs. 
Enter ARGENTILE to him haftily. 

Arg. Carelefs youth! 
Return’d fo foon! return’d without my Brother ! 
Falfe one, thou ne’er haft fought him. 

Cur. Far as eye 
Could from yon beetling brow detect. gull, 
So far thefe eyes have pierc’d, nor faw one glimpfe 
Of human face. But hopelefs is the chance, 
That he, who loft himfelf is only found 
Where thou art prefent, fitly e’er thould ufe 


Th eRe ns, ae ab ; ‘ 
Thofe faculties, thy abfence takes away? 


es LG 
For, avient 


oe 4ermn nin far 
wien tiou art, tyrannic rancy 

. ois g C 1 
Seizes my fight and-fixes in each orb 


Thy image only. If I ae a rofe, 


It is thy bluthing cheek ; a cryftal ri 
g 


It is thy fparkling eye. Each ele ; 


Fire, water, air are tintur’d with thy features. 


Gods! fhe is mute; no fympatheti¢ fich 
Gives murmuring proof, that fhe approves n 
Why 1s it thus, Oye remorfeiefs powers ! 


I’ve heard that love was ever eloquent ; 


‘hat tongues, how rude {de’er, nay, that dumb e} 


Infpir’d by love could fpeak as plain as ton 
And more perfuafively, If ‘this were true, 
My eyes, my cheeks, each feature had been 


And told their tale with fuch fweet energy 


It muft have been believed. ~ They mock’d me much 


Who told ime this; for [ have no fuch powers. 


fre. Thou haft, too eloquent youth! 1 
3 4 


the 


Cur. No not enough to gain meé the cold cre 


I love beyond expreffion. 
rg. Think not fo: 

I do believe thou lov’ft me. 
Cur. So believing 

Vor. Ill. 
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Canft thou then cruelly rejeét that love, : .,... 
Becaufe ’tis offer’d by a namelefs lover? 
I heretofore did boaft.that.I was:rich ; 
That boaft did fail to move.thee.. Tro fay more, 
Know, that my birth is.noble.. Will that truth 
Avail me? will my. faireft meet my wifhes, 
When I declare.this hand, this heaving heart, 
That fue to join in marriage bonds-with hers, 
Are ev’n of royal lineage? 
4rg. Ha! what fay’ft thou? 7 
Cur. That ma. Prince; and yet fo much I love thee} 
V’ll bear my fweet, my dimple fhepherdefs 
Swift to my Father’s court, ‘make-her-my- bride, 
Clothe her in gold and purple = orient pearls; 
iSiend of thofe meadow flowers, shall braid her hair, 
Good Heav’ns! fhe weeps. > Is it-a caufe for tears,- 
That thou behold’ft thus proftrate at thy. feet 
A heart and crown offer’d by Denmark’s Heir! , 
Arg. By Denmark’s Heir! 
Cur. Yes, to the Saxon court 
He came difguis’d to fee its beauteous Princefs; 
(For beauteous, fame had: boafted ‘her.to, be} 
How, in that aim, his various efforts fail’d 
Imports but little. He has feen in thee 
What makes all beauty homely, fave thy owns 
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Arg. Heav’ns! is this true? : 
Cur. It is by all the Powers 

That rule our deftinies! “They mock at pride, 

Princes and’ Peafants their impartial {cale 

Holds all in equal balance! Tis their fport 

To teach the vain poffeffors of fach toys; 

As wealth and birth, how little is their worth 

When laid, as now; an unaccepted gift’ 

At the bright fhrine of beauty. 

Arg. Rife, Sir, rife! 

Iftthou’rt the ‘Prince of Denmark, fate has been 

Beyond, whate’er we read in feigned legend, v~ 

Ingenious to beguile thee. «Now; methinks, * 

I almoft wifh:to be that ARcEwriLe, 

You feem to-fcorn: 

Cur.:Be rather thy fair felf, 

Who canft give more to my tranfported foul 

In one {weet {mile,; than ArGENnTILE could bring 

With all her royal dower. | 
Arg. You ne’er beheld: : 

That Princefs, Sir. 

Cur. Nor do I'wih it, faireft ! 
Thou haft fuch full poffeffion of my foul, 
That, were fhe lovely as thy lovelieft felf, 


U2 (Impoffible: 


(Impoffible to think) it were as eafy 


B 


A ingle hand thould lift fome firft-rate barque 
ean’s breaft, and on the timber’d bafe, 
Whence late it launch’d, refix its pond’rous keel, 
As {natch my heart from that-delicious harbour, 
Where all my hopes have anchor’d. 

4rg. Wouldf thou, Prince, 
Relinquifh for my love fo vaft a dower? 

Cur. | have, fweet maid,  relinquith’d it already, 


Ev’'n e’er thy | ] ain’d 
iv heer thy love be gain d. 


ve . 14 = 
Great Sir, to part with what the world holds precious: 
Canft thou full part with more? 
Cur. No, not with.thee: 
4 


hou canft not mean it. Dof thou fcorn me only, 


While I remain an humble Shepherdefs, 


Cun. A village maid has oft been crown’d a Queen; 
4rg. Yet never without lofs of - happinefs. 

And, truft me, Sir, while I can fafely fojourn 

In this Rill valley, tend my little flock, 


Sleep in yon cot, and prefs this wekeua bank, 
I feek no loftier tation. 


Cur. Say not this 
To him, who born a Prince has fcorn’d his equal, 
‘And loves but thee alone. 

Arg. But can he {corn t 
Himfelf ? I mean his better part of felf? ) 

Cur. No, for that part art thou. 

Arg. Miftake me not; 
I mean thy royalty. ° Love lives not long 
Without equality. To love his equal, 
That Prince muft be a fhepherd, 

Cur. Be it fo. 
I’ll make that change the teft of my true paftion. 
I here difclaim all royalty. Ill live 
Jn this ftill valley, tend thy little flock, 
Sleep with thee in yon cot, and with thee prefs 
This perfum’d bank. 

Arg. O! thou haf won my heart ! 
Away, Si with maiden fhamefac’dnefs ! 
I will confefs, I love thee. 

Cur. Take then,’ Heav’n, 


Take back age in each trivial good ye gave me! 
b 


This, this is all ’il.keep; but I will prize it, 


As Monarchs.do their crowns ! 


[ 310 J 
Enter OSWALD and EDITHA from the Path bebind, 
and fiand ‘at a-diftance, gos: 
0O.S WALD. é; 
Am I awake? 
What! Arcentrxe lock’d ina ruftic’s arms! . 
Ed. Patience and filence, Sir; for be affur’d,.” 
If he, that was the Minftrel, be the Prince, - y) 
As you have faid the Danifh Envoy told ye, 
That fame is he, 
O/. Say’ft thou? O bleft event! 
Arg. Heav’ns, Sir, my uncle! Nay, my aie too ! 
O all ye ftars } Permit me,=that-L.meet them; 
Pll fpeedily return. 
Cur. Go, my foul’s treafure;>- 
But make thy abfence-fhort! = Peace;. peace myvheart, >: 
Leap.not for.very rapture thro’ my breatt! 
Patience, fond flutterer! Letame mark their meeting: > 
See, how my Love ‘falls ion that Brother’s. neck 
I envy him his blifs, tho’ he’s her Brother. 
And now they hurry both into-their cottage. 0 
Her uncle this-way: bends, I’l/'meet' him boldly, 
He that has honor in his fair intent 
Can feel no terror from a mortal’s frown, 
Of .Who.art thou, .Forefter ? 
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- Cur, Whate’er kam, °) {0 15 bes CLAY 
Deem me no foe to thee \and thy fair kindred. 

O/. I hope thou art.not, yet'I needs muft afk 
Your bufinefs here, and why your ardent gazé>* 
Is fixt on yonder cot? 

Cur. Becaufe that cot .»: ie SOMRGEY 

Contains the deareft treafure of my foul; 
A Goddefs in the femblance of a maid, VEL BOY sh, 
To whom my love is plighted. Good old manjs: ‘ss 
Admit me to her prefence: 

Of) That I: muft not. 

*Tis her own with,’ I fhould detain thee here 
Till fhe returns. 
Cur. Away, that cannot*be! 
Did ever turtle wifht her mate detain’d——— ° 
[ A flourifb of spchstis teat 
_ Of What fhout was that? 
Cur. *Tis Denmark’s eee founds ! 
What may this mean? 
O/. O ye propitious ftars!})<) yond woo bid 
Cur. I know that fiourifh: ’tis the note-oficonquett. 
Enter SEWOLD, ‘EDWIN, and‘ SOLDIERS.’ 
SEW OL D. 
My Prince! My Pupil! © “[Seawold embracing Curan. 
Ed, 
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Edw, O my noble father! [Falling at Ofwald’s fect. 


ryt 


Accept this fword ftee ept in the T 


ra nt’s Klan 
lyre iil oo Wis 
1 Cc. 


A ] re } eal Aas ec bes a | 
Sew. And art thou rou nd at this aU picious Mmomene § 


Where is thy Queen, thy AncenTiLe! 


I pray thee check this fudden burft of joy, 

Nor dream of ARGENTILE3 fhe is not here, 

Nor do I with,—O that my tongne could croud 

A thoufand thoufand thoughts in one fhort fentence ! 
Give me the hearing. Thou perchance may’f chide; 
But, know, in this {weet vale I’ve met a maid— 
Nay, interrupt me not—fhe was not born 

Indeed of noble kin, and, footh to fay, 


s but a Shepherd’s niece. But what of that? 


je 


Thou know’ft; my Sewoup, Heav’n’s impartial eye 
(I but repeat thy le@ure, wifeft Sewoup) 

Notes no diftinGtion in the equal chain, 

That links humanity. Nature, good Herald, 
Marfhals alike the Peafant and the Prince, 
“And gives the felf-fame blazon. See, fhe comes! 
Mark her, my Sewoip, what a modeft bluth 
Damafks her cheek. Give me thy judgment, friend. 
Is not her rural fweet ese 


Beyond all Majefty? withal Majeftic, 


fais J 


Or WwW ould be fo, if ad it were for her pu u? rpofe 


To put on Majefty, but fhe difdains it. 


Kneel with me, SEwoin, kneel, ye men of Denmark, 
ll kneel and hail this heavenly maid your Queen ! 

Enter ARGENTILE and EDITHA (ina Woman’s Dre/s.) 

Ak GENT Th E: 


Rife, Prince, thy looks declare thou wilt not fcorn me, 


| 


Tho’ lam ARGENTILE. 

Cur. Mock not my love! 

Arg. I do not, Sir; this at fhall prove I do not. 
Mark it, I pray. Behold this faithful maid, 
Whom late in man’s attire I call’d my brother! 

Behold this gallant w rarrior ! he, whofe valour 
So nobly has aveng’d thy countr ”s wrones, 
To him I give her hand. His fire approves 
The a&t. See, he devours my fnowy gift 
W, ith all a lover’s rapture : 
[ Forning the hands of Editha and Edwin. 

Cur. As I thine! [Seizing Argentile’s hand. 

Eda. Whatwords fhall fpeak my thanks? Yes Ihave words 
My Queen will think ev’n worth fo dear a gift, 

Your father lives. 

Arg. My father ! ! 


Of. ADELERIGHT ! 


VoL. Ill. 


Edw. 'Thefe honor’d hands 
Did lead him from:the convent to the caftle, 
Arg. And in-his perfe& health? 
Edw. Of health fuch fhare; 
As his full years allow. Yet ftrong enough 


To go to-morrow; fo his prieft had prompted, 


And wend him:to the woods, a folitary 
irg. OPrince!.O Oswaup ! where fhall my full heart; 
O’erburthen’d with its blefiing’s, firft felect 
Her theme of praife to heav’n. Firft; my beft father, 
For thy dear life, prolong’d to blefs my nuptials, 
I bow my thankful knee ! and next,..my Prince; 
(Nay kneel thou too): blefs.we the-hoft. of faints, 
1at, Pe means nae nd compare-myfterious, 
They fay’d us.from,the curfe/entail’d-on Princes, 
And. gave our hearts that rare felicity 
Of choice in freedom, which they. give the Peafant! 
Cur. They, did... They lighted.the bright torch of love, 
And bade it blaze ere policy could damp 
With its chill touch the fervor of the flame. 
Sew. Bleft._pair, -how will the flory of your loves, 
When born upon the wings of poefy 
Te at 


Yo after ages, call forth envious fighs 


From all of royal ear that drink the.tale! 
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Cur. True, my beftSewoip! Nowsfweet ARGENTILE, 
Lets haften to thy father.» Doft thou loiter? 


4rg. Only to pay thele hofpitable thades 


The tribute of my thanks. ee fweet vale! 
Farewell, ye tranquil fhades, where love: was-born, ie 


And where, di a net withdraw her ftep; 


Love ftill would -wifh to fojourn !>yet no long 


“eemacl-Tiest Stes Ghoul) Si Fat. ten wik 
Farewell; for foon, inthefe ame paitoral weeds; 


° 


as fo pleafe the partner of my foul 
lo join me in the pleafing pilgrimage) 
oo bso 


Weccacatl css o44 : “ mer 
I will revifit-your dear folitudes. 


Cur. Yes, ARGENTILE, yes, ye delicious glades! 
We'll fteal.a frequent holyday from ftate, 
> 
Here to repeat in every ‘different haunt i 


What sume d in this {weet na Thou fhalt find me 


AE See We ee ee tneceny ¥ T+ than 
Then, feigning fweet farprize, here fhalt thou ily, 


herein amnrni tral] arf pae 
And here in amorous chafe will I purfue thee: 


hat tale 
a Charm’d of late my ear, 
Be twice told over. 


Cur. Sweet one! fovit thall; 


> 


And ev’ry time with/an increafe of ‘ardor. 


am TA OOTy lar, 
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L we t we ulicil 


Time fhall not 1 pall it, pageantry and ft: 


Quench its firft:fervor. Hither will we 1 
T Pq, ne a+ wath ko all 20 F 279 . 
sutld it S at court ali ares Or ro Z alt ty . 
Here, 

Spite 
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